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LIVING    OR   DEAD. 


LIVING    OR    DEAD. 

CHAPTER   I. 

THE    TRUTH    AT    LAST. 

Mrs.  Merton  was  lying  partly  propped 
lip  ill  bed.  I  started  as  I  first  cauolifc 
sight  of  her  face.  I  had  seen  death 
several  times,  hut  the  victims  had  been 
those  who  had  met  the  dread  kimr  without 
preparation.  Men  who  had  been  drowned, 
and  on  one  occasion,  a  man  who  had  fallen 
from  the  top  of  a  cliff.  Never  as  yet  had 
I  seen  a  human  being  killed,  as  it  Avere, 
by  pain.  The  change  in  Mrs.  Merton  was 
appalling.  The  cheeks  fallen  in  ;  the  temples 
and  cheek-bones  prominent  ;  the  lips  drawn 
back    from    the  teeth  ;    in  fact,   tlie  whole 
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{ippcaraiice  one  of  intriiso  suffering.  H;iil 
it  not  l)een  for  the  larire  luminous  black 
eyes  \vliich  shone  from  that  ashen  face, 
I  should  have  believed  tliat  I  was  too 
late,  and  that  deatli  had  forestalled  mc  ; 
hut  the  look  of  those  eyes  was  sufficient 
to  tell  me  that  not  only  life  was  with 
tlie  sufferer,  but  consciousness. 

She  did  not  waste  her  streno;tli  in  makincj 
any  attempt  at  giving  me  a  conventionnl 
greeting.  Slie  whispered  a  word  to  the 
attendant  at  her  side.  The  nurse  at  once 
withdrew,  and  I  was  alone  with  the  dying 
woman.  I  placed  a  chair  by  her  bedside 
so  that  I  could  bend  over  and  catch  her 
faintest  whisper. 

"  Mr.  Norris,"  she  said  faintly,  "  I  have 
no  right  to  ask  a  favour  of  you,  but  you 
have  been  kind  to  my  boy  and  seemed  to 
like  him." 

Her  eyes  grew  wonderfully  soft  and 
human  as  she  spoke  of  her  son. 
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"  I  am  dying,"  she  coDtinued.  "  There 
will  be  nothing,  absolutely  nothing,  left 
for  mv  children." 

"  I  am  sorry  to  hear  you  pay  so,  Mrs. 
Merton  ;  surely  it  cannot  be  as  bad  as  that." 

"  There  will  be  nothing,  I  have  lived 
on  a  small  annuity,  which  dies  with  me. 
My  boy  and  girl  will  be  thrown  penniless 
on  the  world.  Oh,  that  I  could  have  lived 
five  vears  long;er  !  I  could  have  seen  them 
both  in  the  way  of  making;  their  livins;." 

She  turned  her  head  restlessly,  and  with 
what  force  she  could  muster  struck  her 
hand  on  the  bed-clothes. 

"  Surely  you  must  have  friends  who  will 
do  somethinii:,"  I  said. 

"  I  have  not  a  friend  in  the  world  ;  but 
there  is  one  man  who  may,  if  you  will  help 
me,  do  something  for  my  children." 

"  Let  me  hear  what  I  can  do." 

"  I  want  you  to  see  this  man  and  tell 
him  I  am  dead.     I  want  you  to   ask   him 

B  2 
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if  he  ^vi11  pay  for  the  chihh-on's  living  and 
cdu(3ation." 

"  Yes,  I  can  do  that." 

"  I  want  you  to  do  more.  He  "will  not 
do  it  for  love  of  me,  he  is  not  a  friend. 
I  want  you  to  say,  '  She  left  a  sealed 
packet  with  me ;  unless  you  lodge  the 
jiroper  amount  of  money  with  two  honest 
persons  as  trustees,  I  am  instructed  to 
break  the  seals  and  send  the  packet  to 
the  person  to  whom  it  is  addressed.'  It 
will  not  he  much  trouble,  Mr.  Norris.  He 
will  be  sure  to  pay  the  money,  then  you 
can  give  him  the  packet ;  will  you  do  this 
for  a  dvincj  w^oman  ?  " 

Her  voice  if  weak  was  eaQ;er  and  pleading. 
She  little  thought  that  I  knev/  exactly  from 
whom  the  money  w^as  to  be  extorted  and 
pretty  well  guessed  the  contents  of  the 
packet. 

"  AVill  you  do  this  ? "  she  asked  again, 
seeing  that  I  hesitated. 
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I  was  only  pausing  to  consider  wliat 
course  to  adopt.  I  liad  only  to  promise 
to  comply  with  licr  request,  and  I  felt 
certain  that  her  confession  would  be  placed 
in  my  hands.  Once  in  my  possession  I 
could  use  it  as  I  pleased.  But  I  felt  that 
come  what  might  I  could  not  deceive  this 
dyino;  wretch. 

"  I  will  not  do  it,"  I  said. 

She  moaned,  and  her  fingers  picked 
convulsively  at  the  bed-clothes. 

"  Oh  !  "  she  said,  would  have  cried  had 
strength  enouMi  been  hers,  "for  God's 
sake,  for  my  children's  sake,  do  this  thing 
for  me.     It  is  very,  very  little  to  ask." 

The  critical  moment  had  come.  I  leant 
over  her  and  looked  into  her  wild  beseeching 
eyes. 

"  Mrs.  Mcrton,"  I  said,  "  can  you,  a  sinful 
dying  woman,  call  this  a  little  thing  ?  You 
would  make  me  the  instrument  to  wring 
the  money  you  want  from  Captain  Chcsham, 
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and,  that  money  once  given,  arc  content  to 
die,  knowing  that  the  vile  conspiracy  you 
and  he  concocted  twenty  years  ago  will 
never  be  revealed.  Mary  Williams,  now 
that  you  lie  on  your  death-bed,  do  the 
one  good  action  of  your  life  and  clear  the 
innocent." 

I   thouo'lit   sheer   frisj-ht   would   have   cut 

O  O 

short  the  little  life  left  her.  Her  large  eyes 
dilated  with  horror  and  fear.  In  s[>ite  of 
her  weakness  she  half  raised  herself  in  the 
bed  and  stared  at  me. 

"  What  have  you  to  do  with  Richard 
Chesham  and  his  crimes  now  ?  "  I  continued. 
"  IIow  will  you  face  the  next  world  with 
this  last  act  on  your  soul  ?  As  you  hope 
for  mercy,  show  mercy  !  " 

"  AVho  are  you  ?  "  she  gasped.  "  IIow 
do  you  know  my  name  ?  You  are  Lady 
Estmere's  son  !  "  she  said  suddenly. 

"  I  am  not.  I  am  whom  I  told  you  I 
was,  nothing  more.     Her  friend." 
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She  closed  her  eyes  and  hiy  muttering. 
The  onlv  words  I  could  catch  from  lier 
parched  drawn  lips  were,  "  My  children 
starving  !     penniless  !  " 

This  love,  this  devotion  to  her  children 
was  my  cue. 

"  Mrs.  Merton— Mary  Williams,"  I  said, 
"  listen  to  me — I  am  rich.  I  pledge  my 
word  as  a  man,  my  honour  as  a  gentleman, 
that  if,  of  your  own  free  will  and  accord, 
you  place  that  confession  in  my  hands,  I 
will  do  all,  even  more,  for  your  children 
tlian  you  wished  to  ask  of.  Chesham." 

She  opened  her  eyes  and  looked  at  me  as 
though  she  wouUl  search  my  heart. 

"  Let  me  hear  that  again,"  she  whispered. 

I  repeated  my  words. 

"  You  swear  it  ?  "  she  said. 

"  I  swear  it — I  will  see  them  launched 
in  life." 

Once  more  she  closed  her  eyes,  and  the 
few     moments     which     passed    before    she 
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iiuulo    any    furllier    sign     scumud     ages    to 
mc. 

"Take  a  cliair,"  she  wliisperctl,  "and 
look  on  the  to])  of  the  wardrobe.  Give  me 
a  box  YOU  find  there." 

•J 

I  obc'y('(l  her  and  bronglit  her  a  small 
box  or  desk.  It  was  whilst  she  was  placing; 
it  there  the  fatal  accident  had  occurred.  It 
seemed  like  a  just  retribution. 

The  box  was  locked,  and  as  IMrs.  Merton 
said  nothing  about  the  key,  I  wrenched  the 
cover  off.  There  lay  the  packet  scah'd  and 
without  address.  I  took  it  out,  and,  in 
default  of  any  commands  to  the  contrary, 
opened  it. 

There  was  an  inner  cover  directed  not  to 
Sir  Laurence  Estmere  or  to  Lady  Estmerc, 
but  to  Lord  Rothwell.  Mary  Wilhams  was 
a  clever  woman,  and  knew  who  would  be 
certain  to  see  that  the  confession  did  its 
work. 

I  tore  the   cover  open  as  well.     It  was 
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no  time  to  stand  upon  ceremony.  Several 
sheets  covered  with  writino;  were  inside. 

"  It  is  all  here  ?  "  I  said. 

She  was  eveingj  me  ea2;erlv.  ''All — ■ 
everything,"  she  whispered,  "  I  finished  it 
that  nio-ht.      You   first  made   me  think  of 

O 

putting  it  on  paper." 

"  I  must  have  it  attested  Lv  two  wit- 
nesses,"  I  said.     "  I  will  go  and  find  them." 

"  Not  my  children — my  dear  children," 
she  said  in  a  fierce  whisper.  "  If  you  bring 
them  I  will  die  SW' earing;  it  is  a  lie." 

"  It  shall  not  be  your  cliildren." 

I  placed  the  precious  document  in  my 
breast  and  left  the  room.  I  felt  I  could 
not  be  too  cautious.  So  many  interests 
turned  on  that  paper.  Unless  the  most 
indisputable  evidence  of  its  authority  was 
forthcoming,  a  suspicious  man,  as  I  felt  sure 
Sir  Laurence  Estmcre  must  be,  would  reject 
it  as  a  fabrication.  To  him  it  would  be  a 
warrant  of  condemnation. 
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I  went  to  the  clergyman  of  the  parish  ; 
for  Nortli  Road  liad  a  church  of  its  own. 
I  liad  scraped  up  a  kind  of  acquaintance 
with  liini.  I  told  him  the  facts  of  the  case, 
that  a  dying  sinner  wished  to  make  wiiat 
atonement  she  could,  and  I  asked  him  if 
he  woukl  accompany  me  to  her  bedside, 
and  also  if  he  would  bring  another  man  of 
standino;  with  him.  He  was  interested  and 
anxious  to  help  me. 

"  j\fy  neighbour  is  a  magistrate,"  he  said. 
"  He  will  be  the  proper  person  if  we  can 
find  him  at  home." 

The  worthy  magistrate  was  at  home, 
pottering  about  his  greenhouse.  Such  a 
request  as  mine  must  have  been  an  event 
in  his  quiet  life,  and  he  gladly  acceded  to 
it.  In  a  very  short  time  we  were  standing 
by  the  dying  woman's  bed. 

Yet  even  in  that  brief  interval  a  chano-e 
had  taken  place.  I,  without  professional 
skill,  could  see   that.     So   I  drew   out  the 
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confession  and  read  it  througli  as  quickly 
as  possible,  so  quickly  that  I  scarcely 
gathered  the  gist  of  its  contents,  although 
I  could  see  from  time  to  time  the  two 
witnesses  looking  askance  at  the  dying 
woman,  who  lay  silent,  hut  as  I  was  glad 
to  think,  perfectly  conscious. 

At  last  I  came  to  an  end.  The  mao;is- 
trate  took  the  paper  from  my  hand  and 
leant  over  Mrs.   Merton. 

"  You  have  heard  the  contents  of  this 
paper,"  he  said,  in  a  solemn,  judicial  voice, 
"  and  declare  that  to  the  best  of  your  belief 
they  are  the  truth  ?  " 

"  They  are  the  truth,"  repeated  the  dying 
woman. 

The  magistrate  asked  for  2:)en  and  ink, 
and  the  clergyman  and  himself  signed  the 
document. 

"  You  have  nothing  you  wish  to  add  ?  " 
I  asked,  ].>ending  over  Mrs.   Merton. 

"Nothino^  for  them  to  hear.  Come  closer." 
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Ilor  voice  was  growiiio-  f;iiiitor  and  fniiitcr. 
1  I'laced  my  ear  nearly  touching  licr  lips. 

"  You  may  add  why  1  did  it,"  she 
Avhispered.  "A  giddy,  vain  girl;  I  loved 
Sir  Laurence.  I  offered  him  my  love.  He 
would  not  condescend  to  understand  me. 
I  was  too  far  beneath  him  for  him  to  tell 
his  wife  to  get  rid  of  me.  Then  I  hated 
liim — and  he  paid  fjr  it." 

The  clergyman  having  signed  the  paper, 
fell  on  his  knees  at  the  bedside,  and  bco-an 
to  pray  for  a  departing  sinner.  His  friend 
handed  me  the  attested  confession,  and 
crept  silently  from  the  room. 

"  Send  for  my  cliildre]i— my  children," 
moaned  the  dying  woman. 

I  saw  there  was  not  a  moment  to  spare, 
and  at  once  summoned  them  ;  at  the  same 
time  telling  the  servant  to  run  for  the 
doctor.     Then  I  returned  to  the  death-room. 

Her  children's  young  faces  were  jiressed 
against  her  wasted  cheeks,  her  feeble  hands 
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Avere  tr3'Ing  to  caress  them,  lier  lips  were 
moving  convulsively.  The  pious  ministra- 
tions of  the  good  vicar  fell  upon  heedless 
ears.  As  I  re-entered  the  room  Mrs.  Merton 
looked  at  me,  and  there  was  something  in 
her  eyes  which  made  me  draw^  close  to  her. 

"  Your  promise,"  I  heard  her  say,  or  rather 
saw  her  lips  form  the  words. 

"  I  w^ill  keep  it ;  die  in  peace,"  I  replied. 
Her  eyes   closed  to    open   no  more,   and 
the  only  sound  in  the  room  were  the  sobs 
of  the  Lov  and   oiil    and  the  voice  of  the 
clergyman. 

"  There  is  more  joy  in  heaven." 
I  fear  if  the  oood  man  had  known  the 
frame  of  mind  in  which  she  died,  he  would 
scarcely  have  found  that  text  a^^propriate. 
But,  penitent  and  unrepentant,  Mrs.  Merton 
had  drawn  her  last  breath,  and  her  last  act 
had,  as  far  as  could  be,  undone  the  evil  she 
had  wrouLdit. 
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CIIAriEU  II. 

MY   RIVAL,   YET    MY    DEAREST    FRIEND. 

When  I  stepped  out  of  Acacia  Villa, 
and  reached  my  own  domain,  it  seemed  to 
me  that,  in  spite  of  the  recollection  of 
the  death-scene  I  had  just  witnessed,  a 
ton's  weight  was  removed  from  my  mind. 
For  the  first  time  since  I  sought  Captain 
Chesham  in  simulated  friendshio  I  felt 
mv  own  man  once  more.  Farewell  to  all 
trickery  and  double-dealing,  even  if  it  be  that 
good  may  result  from  it.  For  the  future, 
if  I  want  any  detective  work  done,  I  will 
employ  legitimate  aid.  Yet  in  this  par- 
ticular case  I  felt  that  no  detective  could 
have  succeeded,  although   this  success  was 
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not  due  to  my  craft  and  shrewdness. 
Accident  liad  befriended  me  all  throiioh 
— even  to  that  last  terrible  accident 
which  caused  the  death  of  the  w^oman 
opposite. 

I  was  shocked  at  what  had  taken  place, 
but  to  say  I  was  sorry  would  be  untrue, 
Mrs.  Merton  was  no  more  to  me  than  a 
stranger,  and  her  death  had  crowned  my 
mission  with  success,  and  set  me  free  from 
a  duty  which,  any  way  I  looked  at  it,  was 
not  without  deo-radation.  And  now  what 
was  to  be  done  ? 

The  confession  was  addressed  to  Lord 
Kothwell.  Although,  as  I  read  it  through 
hurriedly  in  that  race  agaiust  death,  I 
received  the  impression  that  it  completely 
exculpated  Lady  Estmere,  I  did  not  look  at 
it  again.  I  placed  it  in  a  sealed  envelope, 
to  be  broken  only  by  Lord  Eothwell. 
Knowino-  he  was  in  Derbyshire  shooting, 
I  at  once  telegraphed  to  him,  "  All  is  cleared 
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lip.  Wlicre  sliall  T  meet  you  ?  "  Then  I 
began  to  make  preparations  for  leaving 
Surbuiy. 

First  of  all  it  was  needful  that  I  should 
do  something  to  help  the  young  ]\Iertons 
in  their  distress,  although  under  the  cir- 
cumstances I  could  not  stay  and  attend 
their  mother's  funeral,  so  I  inquired  about 
for  a  respectable  solicitor  and  gave  him 
instructions  to  see  to  all  that,  was  needful. 
In  a  short  time  I  would  write  him  as  to 
the  final  disposal  of  the  boy  and  girl.  I 
went  across  the  road,  and  told  them  what 
I  had  done.  They  were  deepl}^  grateful, 
but  looked  troubled  when  they  heard  that 
business  obliged  me  to  tpit  Surbury  the 
next  morning.  I  was  the  only  being 
approaching  a  friend  they  had  in  the 
place.  My  heart  smote  me  as  I  thought 
Low  far  from  their  friend  I  really  was, 
and  I  resolved  that  my  promise  to  the 
mother  should  be  more  than  kept.     What- 
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ever  her  sins,   they  should  not  be  visited 
upon  this  boy  and  girl. 

I  did  not  get  RothweH's  reply  to  my 
teleojram  until  the  next  morninsf.  As  it 
told  me  to  meet  him  in  London  that 
night,  it  was  evident  that  my  news  had 
seemed  of  sufficient  importance  to  him  to 
make  him  start  at  once  for  town.  At 
seven  o'clock  I  was  at  his  hotel  waiting: 
for  him.  As  soon  as  he  arrived  he  wruns: 
my  hands  vigorously.  I  believe  had  not 
the  hotel  servants  been  present  he  would 
have  embraced  me. 

"  Come  up-stairs,"  he  said,  "  come  to  my 
room." 

I  followed  him.  The  room  was  always 
reserved  for  him,  and  he  kept  the  key  him- 
self. No  one  on  any  pretence  was  to  enter 
it  during  his  absence,  so  it  was  in  a  nice 
state  of  dust  and  general  untidiness.  He 
shut   the    door   and   placed    his   hands    on 

my  slioulders  and  looked  at  me  with  that 
VOL.  in.  c 
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strange  tender  expression  in  his  eyes.  The 
earnestness  of  his  manner  almost  startled  me. 

"l*hilip,  is  it  true?  You — you  have 
done  this  ? " 

"  I  have  done  it.  I  have  intrifrued,  I 
have  lied.  I  have  worn  a  mask  for  months, 
but   I   have   succeeded." 

"  Tush !  What  matter  how  you  found 
the  truth  !  Is  it  the  truth  ?  There  must 
be  no  flaw — no  discrepancy." 

"  There  is  none — everything  is  perfect 
and  clear  as  the  da  v." 

He  turned  from  me  and  paced  the  room 
in  agitation.  For  the  time,  he  almost 
forgot  my  presence. 

"  Laurence  !  Laurence  !  "  I  heard  him 
say.  "  The  day  has  come  at  last — the 
day  I  told  you  would  come,  when  every 
one  of  those  cruel,  biting,  scornful  words 
will  fly  back  to  you  and  pierce  your  heart 
like  an  arrow.  Laurence,  how  will  you 
bear  it  ? " 


I 
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I  felt  indignant  at  such  misplaced 
sympathy. 

"  It  is  Lady  Estmere  you  should  think 
of,  not  a  man  like  that !  The  wrongfully 
condemned  usually  merit  pity,  not  the 
mistaken  judge  ! " 

He  turned  on  me  impatiently,  almost 
fiercely. 

"  And  who  are  you  to  judge,  young  sir  ? 

I  tell  you   I  have  sympathized  with    aud 

pitied  Lady  Estmere  for  years ;  more  than 

that,    I    have    believed    in    her   innocence. 

But   at   this    moment,   when   you    tell    me 

you  can  prove  her  purity,   I  say  my  pity 

is   not   for  her,  it    is   for  him,  one   of  the 

noblest    natures    in    the    world — the    man 

who,  had  he  unwittingly  wrouged  a  slave, 

would,  if  need  be,  make  atonement  on  his 

knees — my  boyhood's  friend,  the  friend  of 

ray    early    manhood — my    rival,    yet    my 

dearest  friend,  Laurence  Estmere  1 " 

I  was  silenced  by  this  burst  of  emotion. 

c  2 
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"Boy,"  he  continuccl,  "  you  have  done  your 
work  well,  Y('t  1  could  almost  wish  it  were 
undone  !  Think  of  that  man  and  tremble 
for  Avhat  your  news  may  mean  to  him  ! 
Yet  you  cannot  help  it ;  the  work  was  given 
you  :  you  could  not  help  doing  it ;  it  was 
your  destiny.  Who  can  tell  what  the  con- 
sequences may  be  ?    But  let  truth  prevail !  " 

It  seemed  almost  pure  fanaticism  to  be- 
lieve that  I  had  been  predestined  to  restore 
Lady  Estmere  to  innocence  in  her  husband's 
eyes.  She  was  a  dear,  a  very  dear,  friend 
of  mine.  I  loved  Valentine  as  a  brother, 
and  I  was  to  marry  her  niece ;  but  these 
facts  did  not  seem  enough  to  account  for 
mv  beino;  selected  as  the  instrument. 

Eothwell's  mood  changed.  "  Forgive  my 
excitement,"  he  said,  calmly,  and  seating 
himself  at  the  table.  "Now  tell  me  all, 
from   the   very  beginning." 

"  You  must  be  tired  with  your  journey. 
Why  not  have  dinner  first  ? " 
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"  Tired  with  my  journey  !  "  he  exclaimed. 
"  Dinner  first !  The  boy  must  l)e  mad  ! 
For  more  than  twenty  years  I  have  waited 
to  hear  this  ;  and  he  talks  about  my  dinner  ! 
Go  on  with  your  tale." 

I  felt  rather  snubbed,  but  took  no  notice 
of  the  rebuke.  I  sat  down  in  the  other 
chair,  and  told  him  all  that  had  happened 
to  me.  Told  him  how  Chesham's  incautious 
act  had  revealed  to  me  Mrs.  Merton's  ex- 
istence and  her  claim  upon  him  ;  how  I  had 
traced  the  note,  and  gone  down  to  Surbury 
to  spy  out  the  enemy  ;  how  the  housekeeper 
had  identified  her  as  Mary  Williams  ;  how 
that  fatal  accident  and  the  woman's  pas- 
sionate love  for  her  children  had  assisted 
me ;  how  only  yesterday  I  had  obtained 
from  her  that  paper  addressed  to  himself, 
but  which  was  only  intended  to  reach  him 
if  Chesham  declined  to  comply  with  her  last 
request ;  how  I  had  taken  the  precaution 
of  getting  it  attested  by  two  persons  whose 
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credibility  was  beyond  doubt ;  how  I  had 
brought  it  to  liim,  and  liaving  done  my 
part,  left  him  to  take  what  course  he 
thouc;ht  most  desirable. 

He  listened  without  a  word  until  my  tale 
was  finished  and  the  packet  phiced  in  his 
liands.  He  did  not  open  it  for  a  minute. 
He  seemed  far  away  in  thought. 

'•'  I  remember  her,"  he  said.  "  A  hand- 
some, dark-eyed  girl.  What  became  of  her 
I  never  knew." 

He  turned  the  packet  over  and  over. 
"  Shall   I  open  it,  Philip  ? "  he  said. 

"Why  not?" 

"  It  may  be  a  man's  death-warrant.  Shall 
I  consult  Lady  Estmere  first  ?  " 

"  Speaking  as  an  embryo  lawyer,  I  should 
say  not.  She  should  know  nothing  about 
it  until  her  innocence  is  proved  to  her 
husband's  satisfaction." 

Rothwell  looked  at  me  in  a  strange, 
inexplicable  way. 
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"  So  be  it.  I  will  be  guided  by  you." 
He  spoke  gravely,  almost  solemnly. 

He  opened  the  packet,  and  in  silence 
read  and  re-read  its  contents.  His  brow 
contracted,  and  once  or  twice  be  struck  his 
hand  on  the  table.  Then  he  turned  to 
me. 

"  Duped  I  "  he  said.     "  The  fiends  1 " 

"  Have  you  read  this,  Philip  ? "  he  asked, 
after  another  look  at  it. 

"  Of  course  I  read  it,  but  so  quickly  as 
scarcely  to  comprehend  it." 

"  Sit  down  and  read  it  again,  whilst  I  go 
out  of  doors  for  a  short  time.  I  must 
breathe  the  open  air,  or  I  sliall  do  some  one 
a  mischief." 

He  left  me,  and  I  read  slowly  and  atten- 
tively the  whole  history  of  the  vulgar  but 
effective  plot  by  which  Richard  Chesham 
wrouo-ht  out  his  revenofe.  As  neither  the 
writinof  nor  the  verbiao:e  was  that  of  a 
person  without  education   I  may  transcribe 
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Mrs.  Mere  ton's  confession  in  full.      It  ran 


so  :- 


"  My  Lord, — I  write  this,  altbougli  I 
Lave  no  intention  of  sending  it  to  you.  I 
scarcely  know  why  I  write  it,  as  only  in 
the  event  of  my  death  and  a  certain  person 
not  doing  what  he  should  do,  will  it  reach 
your  hands.  If  ever  you  get  it,  I  know  it 
will  be  welcome,  as  it  will  tell  you  exactly 
why  Sir  Laurence  Estmere  turned  his  wife 
away  from  him,  and  ought  to  show  every 
one  that  her  ladyship  is  an  ill-used  woman. 

"I  do  not  write  this  because  I  am  what 
people  call  penitent.  Perhaps  at  the  time 
I  did  not  2;uess  the  full  effects  of  what  I 
did,  but  I  knew  them  afterwards,  and  for 
interested  motives  kept  my  tongue  still. 
If  I  speak  at  last  it  will  only  be  from 
interested  motives,  or  for  the  sake  of 
revenge.  Still  you  may  feel  certain  that 
every  word  I  now  write  is  truth. 
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"  My  name  you  will  no  doubt  forget.  It 
was  then  Mary  Williams.  I  was  in  Lady 
Estmere's  service  as  lady's-maid.  I  was  a 
vain  girl.  Peo|)le  called  me  good-looking, 
and  I  knew  I  w^as  so,  and  trusted  that  my 
good  looks  would  make  my  fortune. 

"  I  expect  you  w^ill  never  get  tins  letter, 
and  if  you  do,  it  will  be  all  over  with  me ; 
so  I  need  not  feel  ashamed  of  saying  I  was 
never  wdiat  is  called  a  good  girl.  My  own 
folks  always  said  I  should  go  to  the  bad, 
and  I  never  doubted  them,  but  I  resolved 
to  make  money  by  doing  so. 

"  I  entered  Lady  Estmere's  service  shortly 
after  her  second  baby  was  born.  It  was  not 
a  bad  place,  but  rather  too  quiet  for  me. 
Although  they  had  been  married  more  than 
two  years,  they  were  as  fond  of  each  other 
as  a  bride  and  bridegroom.  If  her  husband 
was  away  for  two  days,  her  ladyship  di<l 
nothinsc  but  bewail  his  absence.  I  could 
get  very  fond  of  a  man  who  loved  me,  but 
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1  coulil  never  understand  sucli  love  as 
hers. 

"  Of  course  as  soon  as  I  became  Lady 
Estmere's  maid  T  picked  up  all  the  gossip 
of  the  hoiisehokl.  I  heard  how  your  lord- 
ship had  l)eea  wildly  in  love  with  her  whilst 
you  were  a  poor  man — too  poor  to  think 
of  getting  married  ;  and  how,  just  after  her 
marriage  with  Sir  Laurence,  you  came  un- 
expectedly into  a  title  and  estates.  I  heard, 
too,  that  slie  was  once  really  engaged  to  a 
cousin  named  Chesham,  and  how  for  some 
reason  she  broke  it  off  with  him.  I  found 
that  Sir  Laurence,  who  was  too  hiofh  and 
proud  a  gentleman  to  be  jealous,  let  this 
cousin,  this  Chesham,  have  the  run  of  his 
house,  let  him  come  and  go  as  he  liked. 
And  I  thought  Sir  Laurence  a  fool  for  his 
pains,  and  I  think  him  so  now. 

"  Captain  Chesham  came  several  times  to 
Estmere  Court,  and  seemed  almost  like  one 
of  the  family.     I  knew  what  sort  of  a  man 
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lie  was  as  soon  as  I  saw  liim  ;  and,  as  I  have 
said,  I  was  a  good-lookino;  o-irl  so  lie  cast 
his  eves  on  me  at  once.  But  it  was  a  lono- 
time  before  he  got  any  good  out  of  that.  I 
was  be^innino;  life,  and  aimed  high  for  a 
while.  Marry  me  he  might,  and  welcome, 
and  I  thouQ:ht  he  mischt  have  done  worse. 
I  would  have  made  him  a  better  wife  than, 
many  of  the  fine  ladies  he  knew. 

"  But  he  never  thought  of  marrying  me. 
Although  he  spoke  smooth  enough  I  knew 
lie  was  laughing  in  his  sleeve  at  my  request. 
But  he  never  gave  me  a  moment's  peace. 
AVhenever  he  was  staying  at  Estmere  he 
was  after  me,  making  all  sorts  of  fine 
promises.  I  can't  say  lie  deceived  me,  for 
I  knew  all  about  his  manner  of  life,  and 
the  names  of  several  girls  he  had  ruined.  I 
could  have  told  my  mistress  things  which 
would  have  astonished  her.  So  whatever  I 
did  was  done  with  my  eyes  open. 

"  If  I  never  trusted  him,  after  a  bit  I  began 
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to  get  in  ca  way  fond  of  liim.  He  was  very 
good-looking,  and,  until  the  devil  was  roused 
in  liim,  as  soft  and  kind-spoken  as  a  man 
could  be.  Ijosides,  lie  always  talked  to  me 
when  I  didn't  make  him  angry  as  if  1  were 
a  lady  born.  I  used  to  slip  out  of  the 
house  at  nights  and  meet  him  in  the  shrub- 
bery. We  were  too  clever  to  be  caught,  so 
no  one  suspected  what  was  going  on  between 
Captain  Chesham  and  Mary  Williams.  I 
was  no  fool,  and  soon  saw  how  the  matter 
must  end  between  us.  At  one  time  I  used 
to  think  he  was  so  much  in  love  with  her 
ladyship  that  it  stood  in  my  way ;  but  I 
soon  found  that  he  hated  her  more  than  he 
loved  her ;  and  as  for  Sir  Laurence,  I  have 
seen  him  look  like  a  devil  when  I  spoke  of 
his  love  for  his  wife.  I  have  no  doubt  if  he 
had  seen  the  least  chance  of  doing  so,  he 
would  have  tried  to  made  her  ladyship  for- 
sake her  husband  for  him,  but  he  was  too 
clever  a  man  to  attempt  impossibilities. 
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"Yet  I  used  to  twit  liim  with  liis  love  for 
Lady  Estmere,  and  laugli  at  its  hopeless- 
ness, till  I  threw  him  into  such  rages  that 
at  times  I  trembled,  fearing^  he  mio-ht  do 
me  bodily  injury. 

"  One  eveninor  I  said  to  him,  '  It's  no  use 
denying  it,  you  love  her  a  thousand  times 
better  than  you  love  me.     I  hate  you  1 ' 

"This  time  he  did  not  fly  into  a  rage. 
He  lauo;hed  a  mockino;  lauijh. 

"  '  Hate  away,  my  dear/  he  said. 

"  This  unexpected  coolness  enraged  me. 
'  I  am  prettier  than  she  is,'  I  said.  '  Others 
can  see  it  if  you  don't.' 

"  '  Never  make  comparisons — it  is  always 
unfortunate,'  he  said  sneeringly. 

" '  Give  me  the  fine  things  she  wears,'  I 
crierl.  '  Dress  me  like  her,  tell  no  one  which 
is  Lady  Estmere,  and  you  will  see  I  am 
riiiht.' 

"  Somethinsf  seemed  to  strike  him.  He 
turned  to  me  and  caught  my  arm. 
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"'You  liandsome  baggage!'  lie  said, 
*  we'll  see  all  about  that.  I  believe  you're 
right  in  what  you  say  !  Any  way,  we'll 
try  it ! ' 

"  Then  we  made  peace,  and  I  thought  no 
more  about  it. 

"  A  few  days  afterwards  her  ladyship  had 
a  new  dress  sent  down  from  town.  It  was 
of  a  most  striking  description,  although 
not  a  o-rand  toilet.  She  wore  it  the  same 
eveninof,  and  when  I  undressed  lier  she  told 
me  that  her  husband  and  Captain  Chesham 
had  greatly  admired  it.  Like  all  ladies,  she 
was  glad  when  her  good  taste  was  recog- 
nized, especially  so  when  Sir  Laurence 
commended  it. 

"  Tlie  next  day  Chesham  went  to  London  ; 
but  his  stay  there  was  short.  A  few  days 
after  his  return  to  Estmere  Court  he  irave 
me  a  large  parcel. 

" '  There,'  he  said,  *  I  always  keep  my 
promises.      I   have    paid    Lady   Estmere's 
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dressmaker  a  fortune  for  the  counterpart 
of  her  gown.  Some  day  I  will  see  you  in 
it,  and  form  my  own  opinion.  Don't  be  a 
fool,  and  show  it  to  any  one  before  then.' 

*'  I  took  the  parcel  to  my  room  and 
opened  it.  As  Chesham  said,  the  dress  it 
contained  was  the  counterpart  of  that  of 
my  mistress. 

"  Much  as  I  longed  to  show  myself  in  it 
I  dare  not  do  so.  It  was  too  noticeable. 
If  seen  by  any  one,  I  should  lose  my  place 
at  once  for  wearing  my  lady's  clothes.  So 
it  was  only  wdien  I  was  alone  at  night  I 
could  venture  to  attire  myself  in  my  new 
dress,  and  I  had  no  one  except  myself  to 
judge  as  to  my  appearance  in  it. 

"  Shortly  afterwards  Chesham  went  back 
to  London.  Before  he  left  Estmere,  I  had 
consented  to  join  him,  and  live  with  him 
as  his  mistress.  I  expected  he  would  have 
been  eager  for  me  to  accompany  him,  but 
it    was    not    so.      Under    the    excuse    of 
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furnisliing  a  suitable  place,  lie  deferred  the 
matter  for  a  month  or  two.  As  soon  as 
he  was  ready  for  me  he  would  write. 

"  Perhaps  the  carelessness  and  seeming 
neglect  made  me  really  anxious  that  he 
should  take  me  at  my  word,  made  me 
fancy  that  I  loved  the  man,  and  would 
do  anything  for  his  sake. 

"  I  heard  nothino-  from  him  for  two 
months ;  at  the  end  of  this  time  Sir 
Laurence  and  Lady  Estmere  went  to  spend 
a  couple  of  weeks  at  the  Dower  House. 

"  I  detested  that  dull,  wretched  place, 
where  scarcely  a  soul  came.  I  was  de- 
lighted to  hear  that  Chesham  was  expected 
there.  I  knew  he  came  for  me,  and  was 
determined  that,  unless  he  was  ready  to 
take  me,  I  would  make  an  end  to  every- 
thing between  us.  Willing  as  I  was  to 
give  myselt  to  him,  I  expected  to  find  him 
at  least  ready  to  accept  the  gift. 

"  He  spoke  to  me  smoothly,  and  told  me 
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that  liis  one  desire  was  to  take  me  with 
him  when  he  left  the  Dower  House. 
Whether  he  would  have  done  so  had  his 
plans  miscarried  I  cannot  say.  The  wound 
my  vanity  sulFered  when  I  found  that  he 
had  used  me  for  a  tool  extinguished  all 
the  love  I  ever  bore  him. 

"  Sir  Laurence  sometimes  had  business 
at  Estmere  Court.  When  he  rode  over 
there  he  generally  stayed  the  night,  re- 
turning- to  assuag-e  his  wife's  fears  the 
first  thing  the  next  morning.  One  day 
he  started  for  the  Court,  intending  to 
sleep  there.  The  only  persons  left  in 
the  house,  except  servants  and  children, 
were  Lady  Estmere  and  the  friend  of  the 
family.  Captain  Chesham. 

"They  dined  together;  Lady  Estmere 
that  evening  wore  the  dress  I  have  spoken 
of.  As  I  fastened  it,  I  did  nothing  but 
think  how  much  better  I  looked  in  my 
copy  of  it  than  her  ladyship  did. 

VOL.  III.  D 
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"After  tlie  dinner  1  slipped  out  and 
met  Chesliam  as  usual.  He  was  in  very 
good  spirits,  and  told  me  to  hold  myself 
in  readiness  to  go  to  Loudon  with  him. 
He  might  perliaps  start  to-morrow. 

"  '  By  the  bye,'  he  said,  '  let  me  see  you 
in  the  dress  I  gave  you  ;  Lady  Estmere 
has  worn  hers  to-night,  so  now  I  shall  be 
able  to  iud2;e  between  vou.' 

"  I  was  nothing  loth  to  oblige  him  ;  but 
told  him  I  could  not  do  so  until  her  lady- 
ship had  gone  to  bed.  Even  then  I 
scarcely  knew  how  to  manage  it ;  I  did 
not  care  for  any  of  the  other  servants  to 
accuse  me  of  wearino^  her  clothes,  and  I 
did  not  choose  to  let  Chesliam  come  into 
my  room,  nor  would  I  go  to  his. 

"'Never  mind,'  he  said.  'Put  your 
mistress  to  bed  and  then  change  your 
gown.  When  you  are  ready  I  will  look 
at  you  in  her  dressing-room.  The  door 
of  it  is  next  to   my  room.     No   one   will 
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come  tliere,  and  we  need  not  talk  and 
disturb  Lady  Estmere.  I  only  want  to 
admire  you  in  silence.' 

"  His  plan  seemed  a  curious  one,  but 
I  bad  no  idea  to  wbat  it  was  tendinfr. 
Tbe  dressing-room  after  Lady  Estmere  bad 
left  it  would  be  as  safe  and  secret  a  place 
of  meeting  as  anywbere  in  tbe  bouse.  No 
one  would  dare  to  enter  it.  So  I  agreed 
to  do  as  be  suo-o-ested. 

"Lady  Estmere  went  to  bed  at  an  early 
bour,  being,  I  suppose,  anxious  to  get  rid 
of  tbe  bours  wbicli  separated  ber  from  ber 
busband  by  tbe  aid  of  sleep.  I  put  ber 
dresses  away,  tben  leaving  tbe  lamp  burn- 
ing went  to  my  own  room,  cbanged  my 
dress,  and,  migbtily  proud  of  my  appear- 
ance, crept  back  to  tbe  dressing-room. 
Your  lordsbijj  will  remember  tbat  tbe 
Dower  House  is  a  low  building,  all  tbe 
bed-rooms  being  on  one  floor,  so  tbat  in 
crossino;  from  one  room  to  tbe  otber  T  ran 
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little  risk  of  being  observed.  Cliesbam  was 
on  the  watch  for  me,  and  soon  joined  me. 
I  was  rather  surprised  to  find  the  window 
open  and  the  blind  drawn  up.  I  felt 
certain  I  had  drawn  it  down  whilst  Lady 
Estmere  was  nndressincj.  Had  I  not  done 
so  she  w^ould  have  noticed  it. 

"  Chesham  admired  me  to  my  heart's 
content,  although  he  only  expressed  his 
approval  in  the  lowest  whispers,  for  fear 
of  her  ladyship  overhenring  us.  He  took 
the  lamp  and  lield  it  near  to  me  that  he 
might  see  me  the  better.  Then  he  placed 
it  on  a  table  at  the  back  of  the  room.  I 
noticed  a  box  that  did  not  belong  to  Lady 
Estmere  w-as  on  the  table.     LTe  opened  it. 

"  'Let  me  make  the  resemblance  complete,' 
he  whispered,  and  to  my  astonishment  drew 
out  a  wig  of  golden  hair  resembling  her 
ladyship's.  '  Put  it  on,'  he  said.  1  obeyed, 
thinking  for  the  time  it  was  but  a  joke. 
*'  Then   he    led  me   to    the   window  and 
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embraced  me.  I  l)e<2;i!:ed  him  not  to  be 
too  rash.  The  room  was  as  light  as  day. 
Any  one  coming  down  the  drive  must  see  us. 

"  '  Who  will  come  at  this  hour  ? '  he  whis- 
pered, adding,  '  and  if  they  do  who  will 
they  think  is  with  me  ? ' 

"  Then,  and  only  then,  I  knew  what  the 
object  of  this  masquerading  was.  He  hoped 
that  some  one  would  see  us  and  spread  the 
report  about  that  he  had  been  standing  that 
night  with  Lady  Estmere  in  his  arms. 

"I  did  not  break  away  from  him.  He 
held  me  with  a  grip  of  iron.  I  must  have 
struggled  and  made  an  uproar  in  order  to 
bring  about  my  release.  Besides,  I  was  not 
much  troubled  by  what  he  was  doing.  I  cared 
nothing  for  Lady  Estmere,  and  as  for  Sir 
Laurence,  I  was  quite  content  that  he  should 
suspect  his  wife  to  be  as  free  with  her  kisses 
as  many  other  grand  ladies  I  had  known. 
He  was  a  proud  man,  and  quite  deserved 
to  get  a  fall.     So  I  stayed  still  as  Chesham 
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Avislied,  till  I  began  to  grow  quite  tired  of 
standinof.  Then  I  felt  a  tremble  run  tlirouoh 
him,  and  his  hands  held  me  tighter,  and  as 
he  kissed  me  again  and  again,  I  knew  that 
liis  teeth  were  (xnttino:  one  airainst  another. 
There  was  some  one  outside  the  house  ;  he 
could  see,  but  I  could  not. 

"  T  tried  to  turn  round.  He  whispered 
fiercely,  '  If  you  turn  your  face  to  the  window 
I  will  strangle  you.'  He  woidd  have  done 
so,  I  firmly  believe. 

"  Presently  he  put  his  arm  round  my 
waist,  and,  witli  my  back  still  to  the  window, 
guided  me  across  the  room,  extinguishing 
the  lamp  as  we  reached  it. 

" '  Go  to  your  room,'  he  said ;  '  go  at 
once.  Strip  off  those  things,  hide  them 
away,  and  get  into  bed.  You  have  been 
a  good  girl  ;  keep  secret,  and  I  will  love 
you  for  ever.  I  shall  leave  here  to-night 
or  to-morrow.  Join  me  in  London  at  this 
address  as  soon  as  possible.' 


n.]      MY  RIVAL,  YET  iMY  DEAREST  FRIEND.     39 

"  He  gave  me  a  paper  and  some  money. 
I  went  steadily  to  my  room,  and  did  as  he 
told  me. 

"  The  next  morning  I  found  that  he  was 
gone.  Then  I  heard  from  one  of  the  grooms 
that  Sir  Laurence  came  back  that  nio^ht 
about  eleven  o'clock,  and  put  his  horse  up 
at  the  stables,  and  I  knew  perfectly  well 
why  Chesham  had  acted  as  he  did  ;  why 
Sir  Laurence  and  Lady  Estmere  parted  the 
next  day.  It  w^as  a  secret  only  known  to 
Chesham  and  myself. 

"  All  the  servants  were  dismissed,  and 
the  house  shut  up.  I  met  Chesham  in 
London  as  arranged.  I  followed  him  abroad, 
and  nursed  him  after  Sir  Laurence  shot  him. 

"  I  need  not  say  that  Chesham  treated 
me  like  he  treated  every  woman  whose  love 
he  won.  In  a  few  months  he  grew  tired 
of  me,  and  would,  if  possible,  have  thrown 
me  aside  as  he  had  thrown  others.  But  he 
could  not  quite  get  rid  of  me,  because  I  had 
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the  secret  of  liow  lie  liad  for  revenge  parted 
Lady  Estmere  ;ind  lier  liiisband.  At  any- 
time by  going  to  Sir  Laurence  I  could  undo 
liim,  and  moreover,  he  knew  if  I  spoke  his 
life  would  not  be  worth  a  day's  purchase. 

"  Except  for  this  hold  upon  him  he  would 
have  left  me  to  starve  ;  and  it  was  for  the 
sake  of  beino;  able  to  threaten  him  that  I 
kept  bis  secret.  I  made  him  pay  me  for 
keeping  it.  He  cursed  me,  but  gave  me 
money,  not  as  much  as  I  wanted  ;  but  so 
long  as  I  was  young  and  kept  my  good 
looks  thcat  did  not  matter  much.  I  still  2;et 
money  from  him  when  I  am  hard  pressed  ; 
no  doubt  he  will  never  entirely  refuse  to 
supply  me,  and  in  writing  this  I  am  but 
wasting  my  time.  Still  it  is  well  to  be 
prepared  for  the  worst. 

"  Your  lordship  knows  the  rest  of  the  tale 
better  than  I  do.  I  am  not  sure  whether 
Sir  Laurence  Estmere  is  living  or  dead,  but 
I  have  no  doubt  that  if  living  both  he  and 
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Lady  Estmere  will  remember  that  at  the 
time  I  speak  of  I  was  in  their  service  under 
the  name  of  Mary  Williams  (now  Mary 
Merton)." 

This  ended  the  cynical,  revolting  narra- 
tive of  a  thoroughly  bad  woman.  Yet  in 
spite  of  its  inherent  wickedness  the  whole 
tale  was  stamped  with  truth,  and  coincided 
in  every  detail  with  what  Mrs.  Payne  told 
me.  I  marvelled  that  such  creatures  as 
Chesham  and  his  whilom  mistress  could  be 
formed  out  of  the  same  flesh  and  blood 
as  one's  self.  Here  was  a  woman  who  for 
purely  mercenary  motives  had  allowed  an 
innocent  woman  to  lie  for  years  and  years 
under  a  foul  imputation,  whilst  her  husband 
had  been  driven  by  his  pride  and  disappoint- 
ment to  become  a  life-long  wanderer.  Except 
for  the  hint  she  gave  me  in  her  last  breath, 
tliat  somehow  Sir  Laurence  Estmere  had 
aroused  her  hatred  by  his  utter  indifference 
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to  her,  I  sliould  have  considered  her  con- 
duct even  baser  than  the  Arch  Conspirator's. 
He,  at  least,  worked  only  for  malignant 
reveno-e.  Bad  as  this  mii^ht  be,  it  seemed  a 
higher  motive  than  mere  pecuniary  interest. 
As  I  thought  of  this  my  soul  sickened  at  the 
woman's  grovelling  iniquity,  and  I  thrust 
her  so-called  confession  from  me,  as  if  its 
touch  was  contamination. 

Rothwell  had  returned  before  I  had 
finished  the  perusal  of  the  document.  He 
said  nothing  until  I  thrust  it  from  me  ;  his 
walk  seemed  to  have  allayed  his  agitation 
and  to  have  brought  back  his  calm,  sensible, 
reflective  self. 

"  Well,  what  do  you  think  of  it "?  "  he 
asked. 

"  A  low,  vulgar  pest — lacking  even 
originality." 

"  When  people  take  a  leaf  out  of  the 
devil's  book  they  usually  choose  a  well- 
thumbed  one.  But  her  tale  reads  like  truth." 
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"  It  is  true,  every  word  of  it.  The  most 
sceptical  would  be  convinced." 

"  Even   my    poor    friend    Lnurence,    you 

think  ? " 

"  Please  not  to  call  that  man  your  friend 
before  me.  I  condemn  him,  l)ut  if  he  had 
taken  the  trouble  I,  a  stranger,  have,  he 
might  have  spared  his  wife  these  years  of 
pain." 

"  And  himself,  Philip — don't  forget  that ! 
She,  at  least,  had  the  consciousness  of  her 
own  innocence — she  could  deplore  the  mis- 
take, and  could  still  love  him.  He  was 
debarred  from  even  that.  Philip,  you  wall 
pity  and  forgive  him  as  I  do — as  she 
will" 

I  had  nothing;  to  forQ-ive  him.  He  had 
not  wronged  me  ;  so  I  contented  myself  by 
saying  nothing, 

"  It  w^onld  be  well,"  I  said,  coming  back 
to  the  commonplace,  "  to  get  some  corro- 
boration of  this  tale.     It  will  add  greatly 
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to  its  weight  if  we  can  trace  that  Chcriluim 
ordered  that  dress  to  be  made." 
*'  Can  we  find  that  out  ?  " 
"  I    dare    say   we    can  ;    we   will    try    to- 
morrow.    Then,  I  suppose,  you  will  go  in 
search  of  Sir  Laurence.     Where  is  he  now  1  " 
"  Ah,   where    is    he  1  "  echoed     Eothwell, 
and   then  relapsed   into  thoughtful   silence. 
He    seemed    in  no  mood   for   conversation. 
No    doubt   his    thoughts    were    far  away — 
flown   back  to  the  days  when    he    and    fSir 
Laurence    Estraere   were  young   men,    and 
rivals  for  the  love  of  the  fair  girl  whose  life 
had    been    so    completely    spoiled.       I    had 
several  things  I  wished  to  do,  so  left  him 
alone   with  his  dreams. 

"  At  any  rate,"  I  said,  half-triumi)hantly 
as  I  left  him,  "my  father,  if  he  has  any 
sense  of  justice,  will  not  oppose  my  marriage 
with  Claudine  any  longer." 

"Are  you  going  to  write  to  him?" 
"  Yes,  at  once." 
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"You  had  better  wait,  Philip.  After 
all,  nothing  can  be  said  to  be  settled  until 
Sir  Laurence  is  convinced.     Don't  write." 

"  Why  not  ?  " 

He  hesitated.  "  Because  for  one  thing 
I  don't  think  you  have  any  right  to  speak 
about  these  matters  which  have  come  to 
your  knowledge  until  the  principal  parties 
interested  have  settled  what  to  do." 

There  was  no  appeal  against  this.  It 
was  as  much  as  saving^  it  was  a  matter  of 
honour.  I  promised  to  defer  my  communi- 
cation to  my  father. 

"  A  few  days  won't  matter  much  to  a 
young  fellow  like  you,"  he  said,  as  I  wished 
him  o-ood-nischt. 

As  I  neared  the  club  I  thought  I  would 
look  in  and  see  if  any  letters  were  waiting 
for  me.  Standing  on  the  ste^DS  was  Chesham. 
I  was  surprised  to  see  him,  as  I  thought  he 
was  certain,  like  the  rest  of  the  world,  to 
be  out  of  town. 
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I  was  close  to  him  before  I  noticed  liim. 
He  stretched  out  his  hand,  and  a  look,  I 
believe,  of  genuine  pleasure  crossed  his 
face. 

"Norris!"  he  said,  "  I  thought  I  should 
never  see  yon  again.  I  have  inquired  high 
and  low  for  you,  and  fancied  you  were  gone 
to  the  devil  or  bolted.  Shake  hands,  my 
boy  ! " 

Then  slowly  and  unmistakably  I  put  my 
right  hand  behind  my  back.  The  farce  was 
over.  My  fingers  should  rot  off  before  they 
clasped  those  of  Itichard  Cheshani !  He 
saw  and  understood  the  action.  A  slio;ht 
flush  crossed  his  cheek. 

"  You  mean  this  ? "  he  said. 

"  I  mean  it  fully." 

"  You  will  give  me  your  reason  1 "  he 
said,  in  his  clear  metallic  voice.  Fresh  from 
the  perusal  of  that  confession  of  villainy, 
I  beoan  to  boil  with  indio;natiou,  althouo-h 
my  manner,  I  hope,  was  as  calm  as  his  own. 
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Why  should  I  not  give  him  my  reason  ? 
Besides,  I  wished  him  to  know  I  had  been 
playing  a  part. 

"  Certainly  I  will,  Captain  Chesham,"  I 
said.  "  You  asked  me  where  I  have  been. 
I  have  been  staying  at  Surbury." 

He  started  ;  I  saw  it.  "  You  speak  in 
riddles,"  he  said. 

"  Are  you  a  student  of  Shakespeare  ?  " 
I  said,  scornfully.  "  If  so,  do  you  remember 
the  plot  of  '  Much  Ado  about  Nothing '  1 
If  not,  I  will  tell  you  in  plain  words 
that  your  confederate,  Mrs.  Merton,  Mary 
"Williams,  is  dead ;  that  her  written  and 
attested  confession  was  placed  in  my  hands 
to  give  to  Lord  Kothwell.  He  is  this 
moment  reading:  it." 

His  face,  as  I  saw  it  in  the  gaslight,  grew 
very  pale,  his  thin  lips  twitched  convul- 
sively, he  leant  heavily  upon  his  stick. 

"  But  you,"  he  said  ;  "  what  have  you  to 
do  with  the  matter  ?     You  are  my  friend."  - 
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"Let  me  undeceive  yon,  Ca[)tain  Clies- 
liam.  I  liave  played  cards  witli  you ;  I 
have  lost  money  to  you ;  T  have  sought 
your  society,  and,  it  appears,  made  myself 
agreeahle  to  vou  ;  hut  all  with  one  purpose. 
My  end  is  gained.  Lady  Estmere's  inno- 
cence will  be  clearly  proved  ;  and  from 
this  moment  all  intercourse  must  cease 
between  me  and  the  villain  who  wrecked 
her  life.     Let  me  pass,  if  you  please." 

He  barred  the  way.  For  a  moment 
every  evil  passion  seemed  to  be  gathered 
toojether  in  his  face  :  but  the  malimant 
expression  left  as  soon  as  it  came,  and  was 
succeeded  by  what  vexed  me  far  more,  a 
look  of  what  I  am  bound  to  call  sorrow. 

"  Then  you,"  he  said,  "you,  whom  I  was 
fool  enough  to  fancy  liked  me  ;  you,  whom 
I  was  fool  enough  to  begin  to  care  for  and 
trust,  have  been  a  traitor  all  the  while  ! " 

"  A  traitor  can  only  be  matched  by  his 
own  weapons,"  I  said  scornfully,  and  trying 
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to  pass  liim  again.  "When  lie  spoke,  liis 
voice  and  accent  were  tlie  bitterest  I  ever 
lieard. 

"  Not  so  fast,  sir,"  he  said.  "  Listen.  In 
my  life  I  have  loved  one  woman  —  one 
only.  She  threw  me  aside.  You  know 
what  happened.  I  have  also  trusted  one 
man.  He  has  deceived  and  betrayed  me. 
Do  you  fancy  my  reckoning  with  him  will 
be  less  heavy  ?  " 

"  I  neither  know  nor  care.     Let  me  pass." 

For  a  moment  I  stood  on  my  guard. 
The  look  in  his  eyes  made  me  apprehen- 
sive of  personal  violence.  He  saw  what  I 
suspected,  and  laughed  a  cruel  laugh. 

"No,  you  fool,  I  shall  not  strike  you 
here.  You  would  trample  me  under  foot. 
You  are  a  gentleman,  I  suppose  ? " 

"  I  believe  so." 

"  Then  if  I  call  you  a  lying  coward  it  will 

be  enough.     I  will  do  it  before  witnesses, 

if  you  like  !  " 

VOL.    III.  E 
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I  restrained  myself,  altliougli  I  longed  to 
wrinix  his  neck. 

"  It  is  quite  enough/'  I  said. 

"Is  it  enough  to  bring  you  aln'oad  to 
meet  me  ?  If  not,  I  will  find  you  in  some 
public  place  and  spit  in  your  face." 

ITis  words,  his  manner  roused  all  the 
devil  in  me.  Unfortunately,  I  was  of  the 
age  and  disposition  at  which  one  does  not 
regard  a  duel  as  a  murder.  In  my  heart  I 
had  an  idea  of  what  would  happen  when 
Cheshani  knew  his  iniquity  had  been  re- 
vealed through  my  agency.  Having  cheated 
him,  I  felt  that,  should  he  demand  this  old^ 
fashioned  satisfaction,  I  must  "five  it  to  him. 
Besides,  no  man  in  the  world  should  call 
me  a  coward  ;  and  the  last  insult  made 
me  as  eager  to  kill  him  as  he  was  to  kill 
me.     So   I    said — 

"  I  am  at  your  service  any  time.  Captain 
Chesham ;  but  not  having  your  experience 
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in  these  matters  must  ask  you  to  undertake 
all  arranwments." 

"  You  will  come  when  I  send  for  you  ?  " 
he  asked,  fiercely. 

"Certainly." 

"  So  be  it.  I  go  to  Monaco  to-morrow  ; 
I  will  inquire  and  fix  the  best  spot — most 
likely  we  must  go  in  French  territory.  I 
will  write." 

He  raised  his  hat  and  hobbled  down 
the  steps.  I  went  into  the  club  with  the 
strange  and  novel  feeling  that  I  had  perhaps 
only  a  fortnight  to  live.  Chesham's  vindic- 
tive eyes  told  me  that  he  would  do  all  he 
could  to  cut  short  my  career  if  ever  that 
promised  meeting  took  place. 

Then  I  went  back  to  my  rooms  and  wrote 
a  long  letter  to  Claudine. 


E  2 
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CHAPTER  III. 

Sm    LAURENCE    ESTMERE. 

I  HAVE  said  little  or  nothiiio-  of  Clan  dine 
for  a  long  time  ;  simply  because  this  is 
not  a  love-tale ;  certainly  not  the  story  of 
our  loves.  Nevertheless,  during  my  absence, 
letters  had  passed  between  us  nearly  every 
day.  I  did  not  tell  her  exactly  why  I 
sojourned  at  Surbury  ;  but  for  my  own 
sake  I  let  her  know  that  my  apparent 
friendship  for  Chesham  was  part  and  parcel 
of  the  work  I  was  engaged  upon.  She 
was  content  to  take  me  at  my  word,  to 
wait  and  trust.  She  was  at  Cheltenham, 
staying  with  her  ex-guardian,  the  terrible 
old  General.     Althou2i;h  he  had  washed  his 
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liauds  of  her,  she  was  welcome  to  come  to 
his  house,  so  longr  as  she  did  not  brino- 
that  young  adventurer  in  lier  train.  The 
truth  is,  the  okl  sohlier  and  his  sister  loved 
her  dearly.  Perhaps,  had  I  known  that, 
I  should  have  kept  my  temper  on  the 
occasion    of   that    stormy    interview. 

So  I  wrote  a  long  letter  to  Claudine. 
Perhaps,  as  I  thought  of  what  was  before 
nie,  an  unusually  tender  one.  However 
that  may  be,  the  only  portion  of  it  which 
concerns  this  tale  was  the  postscript,  in 
which  I  asked  her  to  telegraph  at  once, 
and  if  she  could  let  me  know  the  name 
of  Lady  Estmere's  dressmaker  twenty  years 
ago.  I  did  not  explain  why  I  made  the 
rec[uest,  knowing  that  Claudine  would 
guess   at   its   importance. 

The  telegram  came  at  noon  on  the  next 
day.  "  Always  the  same,  Madame  Bianchi, 
Re2;ent  Street,"  I  went  in  search  of 
Ilothvvell,    and    asked    him    to    accomijany 
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me     to     tlie     imkuown     rco-ions    I     must 

o 

explore. 

"We  called  at  the  great  dressmaker's  feel- 
ing terribly  shy  and  ill  at  ease  as  we  passed 
through  the  glass-doors  which  opened  upon 
the  mysterious  land  of  millinery.  I  insisted 
that  liothwell  should  he  the  spokesman. 
His  greater  age  would  carry  weight  and 
win  confidence.  He  reluctantly  consented, 
and  with  a  furtive  glance  around  him, 
advanced,  and  asked  one  of  the  young 
ladies  behind  the  counter  if  we  could  see 
Madame   Bianchi. 

Madame  was  particularly  engaged  at 
present.  Did  we  call  l)y  appointment  ? 
The  young  lady  eyed  ns  curiously.  No 
doubt  the  appearance  of  two  full-grown, 
able-bodied  men,  in  such  an  establishment 
w^as  unprecedented. 

We  did  not  call  by  appointment.  Ah, 
then  it  was  impossible  to  say  when  we 
could   see    ]\Iadame.       We    would    wait    on 


III.]  SIR    LAURENCE    ESTMERE.  55 

the  chance,  as  our  business  was  of  great 
importance.  So  we  were  accommodated 
with  chairs,  and  sat  down  rather  ruefully, 
feelino:  much  like  fish  out  of  water. 

The  young  ladies  in  the  shop  looked 
at  us  suspiciously.  Roth  well  stuck  his  large 
brown  hands  in  his  pockets,  stretched  out 
his  long  legs,  trying  to  look  as  much  at 
his  ease  as  possible.  But  it  was  no  use, 
we  felt  like  criminals  or  desecrators.  It 
needed  only  two  or  three  ladies  to  pass  in 
and  out,  and  give  us  a  surprised  glance 
as  they  s\vep)t  by,  to  complete  our  misery. 

"  This  is  very  terrible,  Philip,"  whispered 
Rothwell. 

"  It  is.     AVhat  shall  we  do  ?  " 

"I  don't  know.  I  believe  those  girls 
think  we  ai-e  bailiffs  !  I  wish  you  wouldn't 
eye  the  dresses  in  that  way.  They  think 
it   the   commencement   of  an   inventory." 

"  Can't  you  go  and  ])uy  a  bonnet,  or  a 
petticoat,   or    something,"   he    said,   after    u 
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pause,    "just    to   show  that  we   are  honest 
men  i 

"  I  wonder  if  Chiudine  woukl  be  annoyed 
if  I  gave  a  few  preliminary  orders  for 
the  trousseau  ? "    I   said,   laughing. 

"  Do  something,   for   Heaven's  sake  !  " 

"  Send  your  name  up  to  Madame.  She 
will  see  a  lord,  no   doubt." 

"  I  will  try,"  he  said  sadly,  and  timidly 
approached  one  of  the  presiding  goddesses. 

The  talisman  worked.  The  messao-e  was 
sent,  and  we  soon  found  ourselves  in 
jMadame    Bianchi's    presence. 

She  was  a  d;irk  -  eyed,  clever  -  looking 
woman,  very  cpuetly  but  richly  dressed. 
Her  hands,  which  were  plump  and  white, 
always  moved  as  she  spoke,  and  looked  as 
if  eno;ao;ed  in  smoothing:  out  some  imaG^inarv 
wrinkles  on  a  phantom  dress.  She  received 
us  gracefully  and  condescendingly,  but  it 
was  j^erfectly  clear  she  was  quite  aware  of 
her  own  superior  station   in   life.     A  peer 
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is  but  an  accident  of  birth,  but  a  great 
milliner  is  a  gift  from  above. 

We  apologized  for  our  intrusion,  and 
made  known  our  errand.  It  was  to  learn 
if  about  a  certain  date,  many  years  ago,  a 
gentleman  had  ordered  a  replica  of  one 
of  Lady  Estmere's  dresses. 

"  My  books  will  show,"  she  said.  She 
ranpf  a  bell  and  oave  orders  that  certain 
books  should  be  brousfht  her.  She  turned 
back  page  after  page,  passing  her  white 
forefinger  rapidly  down  each.  Suddenly  it 
stopped. 

"  It  must  be  this,"  she  said.  "  Here  is 
the  entry  in  the  order-book." 

We  looked  where  her  index  fincrer  had 
arrested  itself,   and  read— 

"  'Mr. .     Demi-toilet    the   same  as 

Lady  Estmere's.  To  be  ready  by  next 
Friday  ;    paid  in  advance.'  " 

"  I  remember  the  circumstances  now  T 
look    at    the    entry,"    said    Madame.      "  A 
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gentleman  called  and  told  me  liis  wife  was 
so  strnck  with  lier  ladyship's  dress  that 
slic  must  have  one  lilvC  it.  I  objected  to 
make  it,  as  we  do  not  care  to  make  two 
dresses  alike  ;  but  lie  insisted,  and  said  his 
wife  wanted  to  take  it  abroad.  In  fact 
she  had  gone  abroad  now ;  so  it  was  to 
be  made  to  Lady  Estmere's  measure  and 
altered  afterwards,  if  necessary." 

"  He  o-ave  no  name  ? " 

"  It  seems  not — but  that  did  not  matter, 
as  you  see  he  paid  for  it  before  it  was  made." 

We  knew  all  we  wanted.  At  any  time 
an  inspection  of  IJadame's  books  would 
prove  the  truth  of  Mrs.  Merton's  tale  so 
far  as  the  two  dresses  were  concerned.  So 
thanking  Madame  for  her  civility,  we  left 
her  establishment. 

'•  That,"  said  Eothwell,  as  we  emerged 
from  the  glass  doors,  "  is  a  thing  a  single 
man  should  only  be  called  upon  to  do  once 
in  a  lifetime." 
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We  walked  across  to  liis  hotel,  where  I 
had  promised  to  luuch  with  him, 

"  Now,"  I  said,  "  my  task  is  done.  The 
rest  is  your  part." 

"  You  did  not  write  to  your  father  last 
nioiit  1  "  he  asked. 

"  Certainly  not — you  had  my  promise." 

"  You  would  like  him  to  know  about 
this  ? " 

"As  soon  as  possible." 

"  Well,  I  have  reconsidered  the  matter. 
He  had  better  be  told.  Is  he  still  in 
Devonshire  1  " 

"  Yes,  I  found  a  letter  from  him  awaiting 
me  yesterday." 

"  Then  we  will  settle  your  affairs  first. 
We  will  go  to  Tor  wood  to-morrow." 

"  Will  you  come  ? "  I  asked,  surprised. 

"  Of  course  I  will.  You  will  want  my 
testimony.  Besides,  that  paper  never  leaves 
me  until  I  give  it  to  Laurence  Estmere." 

I  thought  it  very  kind  of  Lord  Ptothwell 
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to  interest  liimself  about  my  concerns.  I 
told  liitn  so, 

"  Sparc  me  your  thanks,  Pliilip,  and 
be  ready  to  start  by  the  first  train  to- 
morrow." 

We  started  as  he  suggested  by  the  early 
train,  and  having  at  last  reached  Minehead, 
took  a  carriage  and  posters,  to  carry  us  as 
near  to  Tor  wood  as  they  could.  Then,  dis- 
missinii  them,  we  struck  across  the  moor 
straight  to  our  destination. 

It  was  a  journey  which  consumed  much 
time,  so  it  was  not  until  the  evening  we 
reached  lorwood.  The  latter  part  of  the 
journey  had  not  been  a  lively  one. 
Rothw^ell  had  for  some  reason  or  other 
cloaked  himself  with  moodiness  and  silence. 
I  could  scarcely  get  a  question  answered,  so 
at  last  gave  up  all  attempts  at  sustaining  a 
conversation. 

"  Thank  Heaven,  home  at  last  !  "  I  said, 
as  the  dim  outline  of  Torwood  g;rew  visible. 
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"  I  must  say  you  have  been  a  cheerful 
companion   since  we  left   Minehead." 

"  I  have  been  thinkino-  how  we  shall  fjo 
back." 

"We  can  go  by  boat,  or  walk  until  we 
get  a  conveyance." 

"  You  do  not  know  my  meaning,"  he 
said. 

"  What  meaning?     You  spoke  plainly." 

"  Never  mind.  Go  on  first.  It  o-rows 
dark,  and  you  know  the  path." 

Some  of  his  sayings  recently  had  been 
quite  enigmatical. 

AVe  reached  the  gate  and  passed  up  the 
steep  garden.  There  was  a  light  burning 
in  the  library,  and  the  curtains  were  not 
drawn.  I  looked  throuo^li  the  window  and 
saw  my  father  at  the  table,  reading.  As  I 
looked  at  his  beautiful,  intellectual  face, 
so  full  of  sadness  and  thouoht,  mv  heart 
leaped  out  to  him.  As  I  pictured  his 
dreary  solitude,  I  am  not  ashamed  to  say 
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that  the  tenrs  came  to  my  eyes,  and  for 
a  moment  I  felt  as  if  Chiudine  had  but 
the  second  phice  in  my  heart.  But  1 
knew  this  was  hut  tlie  sentiment  of  the 
moment.     I  turned   away. 

"  Stay  one  moment,"  said  liothwell,  who 
was  beside  me,  "  don't  disturb  him  for  a 
little  whde." 

Perhaps  he  spoke  louder  than  he  in- 
tended ;  perhaps  my  foot  grated  on  the 
gravel.  My  father  raised  his  head,  and 
rising  from  his  seat,  came  to  the  window. 
He  opened  it.     "  Who  is  there  ? "  he  said. 

"  It  is  I,  father." 

"  Philip,   my   son  !     Who   else  ?  " 

"  Lord  Eothwell." 

I  was  close  to  the  window ;  my  hand 
was  in  my  father's  as  I  spoke.  I  was 
looking  eagerly  into  his  face  and  wondered 
at  the  strange  expression  which  crossed  it 
as  I  told  him  who  my  companion  was.  He 
drew  his  hand  from  mine. 
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"You  are  both  welcome,"  be  said;  "1 
will  open  the  door." 

In  a  few  seconds  I  was  in  his  arms. 
Then  he  held  out  his  hands  and  grasped 
Lord  Roth  well's.  Any  fear  I  mioht  have 
felfc  as  to  my  companion  being  welcome 
was  dispelled.  The  greeting  between  the 
two  men  w\as  almost  affectionate. 

Mrs.  Lee  as  soon  as  she  had  recovered 
from  her  surprise  was  ordered  to  prepare 
the  best  meal  she  could.  Tlien  we  went 
to  our  rooms  to  remove  the  stains  of 
travel. 

I  dressed  myself,  and  opening  my  win- 
dow, looked  out.  The  old  sound  of  the 
weaves  beating  on  the  beach  below  brouo-ht 
back  its  thousand  memories.  The  fresh 
sea  breeze  braced  me  and  invigorated  me. 
"  After  all,"  I  thought,  "  with  all  its  dreari- 
ness, I  love  the  wild  solitary  old  home." 
Then,  as  I  mused,  I  felt  an  arm  passed 
round   my  neck.     It  was  my  father's ;  he 
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Ji;ul    entered    iioisclcsslv,   and    now    stood 
beside    me. 

"Our  visit  must  liave  taken  you  by 
surprise,"    I    said    clieerfully. 

*'  No,  I  have  been  expecting  to  see 
you.  I  felt  that  you  would  come 
soon." 

"  I  am  afraid  I  have  neglected  you  sliame- 
fullv,"  I  said,  feelino-  ratlier  conscience- 
stricken. 

"It  is  not  that.  Do  you  love  me, 
Philip  ?  "    he  asked  al)ruptly  but  solemnly. 

"  You  know  I  do.  I  would  that  I  could 
prove   it  in  any   way  but    one." 

He  sighed.  I  ftdly  expected  he  was 
going  to  make  another  appeal  to  me  to 
give  up  Claudine.     But  no. 

"If  I  died,  you  would  always  remember 
me  kindly,  my  boy  ?  " 

I  turned  his  face  to  the  light,  and  looked 
at  it.  A  kind  of  weary  smile  played  round 
his  lips. 
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"  Why  do  you  say  such  things  ? "  I  cried. 
*'  Surely  you  are  not  ill  ?  " 

"  No,  I  am  not  ill,  Philip.  I  am  stronger 
and  better  than  I  have  been  for  years." 

"  Then  why  talk  so  gloomily.  My  dear 
father,  you  are  depressed.  No  wonder, 
living  alone  like  this.  Eothwell  and  I 
will  cheer  you  up." 

"  Yes  ;  you  and  Eothwell  will  cheer  me 
up.  I  hear  him  going  down.  Are  you 
ready  '? " 

I  slipped  my  arm  through  his,  and  so 
we  went  down  to  the  dining-room. 

"  Glad  to  see  you,"  cried  Roth  well.  "  I'm 
as  hungry  as  a  pike  !  but  my  trust  in  Mrs. 
Lee  is  unbounded.  Wonderful  appetizing 
air  that  of  the  Devonshire  moors." 

He  spoke  gaily ;  but  somehow  it  struck 
me  his  gaiety  was  forced.  My  father  made 
no  reply  to  his  guest's  sally.  He  handed 
me  his  keys. 

"  Go  down  to  the  cellar,  Philip.     Bring 
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some    cliampagne    and    some    Lafite ;    you 

know  where  to  find  tliein." 

When    I   returned   with    the    bottles    I 

evidently  cut  short  an   argument    between 

the  two  men.       Its  closing  words  I  heard. 

They   were    spoken   by   Lord    Rothwell. 
"  I  swear  you  shall  listen  if  I  wait  here 

till  Doomsday  I " 

It  was  clear  from  this  he  had  broached 

the   object   of  our  visit ;    but   I   feared  he 

had    not   done  so  judiciously.      My  father 

was  not  the  man  to  brook  such  peremptory 

words  as  these. 

The  meal  we  sat  down  to  was  a  silent, 
sorry  affair.  My  father  had  already  dined, 
and  Rothwell,  in  spite  of  his  protestations 
of  hunger,  soon  appeased  his  appetite.  I 
had  the  food  and  the  wine  almost  to  myself. 
]\Iy  father  scarcely  spoke  a  word.  He  sat 
stroking  his  long  grey  moustache  or  his 
pointed  beard.  I  felt  sure  that  my  advo- 
cate's hastiness  had  damaged  my  cause. 
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At  last  my  pangs  of  hunger  were  satis- 
fied. My  father  jjushed  the  claret  to  Lord 
Rothwell.     His  guest  declined  it. 

"  Will  you  smoke  ?  "  asked  my  father. 

"  In  your  library  with  you,"  replied 
Eothwell,    with    meaning. 

"  You  are  resolved  ?  " 

"  Quite." 

"  If  I  insult  you,  you  won't  leave  me  ? " 

"  You  cannot  insult  me.  It  is  no  use 
to  try." 

My  father  rose,  with  a  dark  frown  on 
his  brow.  I  could  scarcely  believe  him  to 
be  the  man  who,  a  few  minutes  before, 
had  pleaded,  as  it  were,  for  the  love  which 
was  his  by  riglit  and  gratitude. 

"  Come  then,"  he  said,  shortly  and  im- 
periously. He  turned  on  his  heel,  and  in  a 
discourteous  manner  passed  out  of  the  room. 

I  half  rose  from  my  chair.  "  I  had 
better  be  with  you,"  I  said. 

Rothwell  pushed  me  back.     "  Stay  where 
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you  are  until  I  want  you,  and,  Philip,  listen 
— if  ever  you  say  prayers  —  pi'ay  that 
nothing  may  make  this  night  a  fearful 
memory." 

He  left  the  room,  leavinfif  me  in  a  state 
of  wonder.  There  was  an  excitement  and 
agitation  about  both  him  and  my  father 
which  the  circumstances  of  the  case  could 
not  account  for.  Lord  Rothwell  had  now 
gone  to  plead  my  cause,  but  I  was  beginning 
to  think  diplomacy  w\as  not  his  forte.  He 
had  commenced  by  putting  my  father  in 
a  rage.  AVell,  I  must  trust  to  myself  in 
future  ! 

I  lit  a  ci2:ar.  Mrs.  Lee  came  in  and 
cleared  aw\ay  the  dinner.  I  had  a  long 
gossip  with  her.  She  asked  for  news  of 
Valentine,  and  was  much  disappointed  that 
I  had  not  seen  him  for  so  long.  She  won- 
dered why  the  master  took  her  up  so  short 
when  she  had  mentioned  his  name,  and  why, 
at  last,  he  told  her  in  his  sternest  manner 
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never  to  let  him  hear  it  again.  And  I 
wondered  too  \Yhy  my  father  should  have 
taken  such  an  inveterate  prejudice  against 
the  Estmere  family. 

With  his  words  lingering  in  my  ears  I 
inquired  of  Mrs.  Lee  as  to  his  general 
health,  and  was  assured  that  he  had  spoken 
truly  in  saying  it  never  was  better.  Then 
the  old  soul  left  me  to  my  cigar  and  my 
thoughts. 

I  thouo-ht  a  o-ood  deal  about  Claudine. 
I  wondered  why  the  two  men  in  the  next 
room  were  having  such  a  prolonged  inter- 
view. I  wondered  if  Richard  Chesham 
would  really  send  me  his  cartel,  and  whether, 
if  we  met,  1  should  kill  him  or  he  would 
kill  me.  1  was  not  much  afraid.  I  was  a 
skilled  pistol-shot,  although  I  had  never 
fired  at  a  human  creature  who  was  firing 
at  me  in  return.  Still  I  had  no  wish  to 
die.  Life  was  very  dear.  My  code  of 
honour  insisted   that    I    should    try    events 
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witli  Cliosliam,  Lut  I  was  likely  enoni:^li  to 
come  out  unscathed.  What  would  Claudine 
do  if  I  were  shot  ?  Poor  C'laudiuc  !  What 
would  mv  father  do  ?  How  strauGje  he 
should  talk  about  death,  little  knowing  it 
miiiliL  be  so  near  his  son  !  And  Roth  well  ? 
Well,  I  believe  Rothwell  loved  me  well 
enoufrh  to  shoot  Chesham  in  reveno;e  for 
my  fall.  What  a  strange  thing  that  a 
middle-a,o;ed  man  like  Lord  Rothwell  should 

have  grown  so  fond  of  me.     I  w^onder  why 

it  is — I  wonder  why — 

'J'hen   tired  with   the  day's   travel   I  fell 

asleep  in  my  chair,  and  slept  for  two  hours. 

It  w^as  well  I   did,  for  I  was  to  get  little 

other  sleep  that  night. 

The  dining-room  door  was  open,  so  when 

some  one  turned  the  handle  of  the  library 

door   I    awoke.     I    heard    Lord    Roth  well's 

deep  voice — it  seemed  to  come  through  a 

dream. 

"  You  promise  on  your  honour  ? " 


III.]  SIR    LAURENCE    ESTMERE.  71 

"  Till  you  return — I  promise  on  my 
honour." 

I  started  to  my  feet.  I  lieard  the  library 
door  shut  and  found  Rothwell  standinoj 
before  me.  The  eyes  of  the  great  six  foot 
man  were  positively  full  of  tears.  The 
laughing  reproach  for  his  long  absence  died 
on  my  lips.  I  gazed  at  him  and  knew 
that  his  emotion  was  due  to  no  common- 
place cause. 

He  took  both  my  hands  in  his,  but  he 
spoke  not  a  word. 

"  What  is  it  ?  "  I  cried.  "  Is  anything 
the  matter  ?  " 

Still  he  said  nothins;,  but  looked  at  me 
with  his  true,  loving  eyes. 

"  He  must  have  believed  you,"  I  said. 
"  The  evidence  was  unimpeachable." 

"  He  did  believe  ;  he  was  overwhelmed, 
Philip." 

"  He  is  a  just  man,"  I  said.  "  He  blames 
himself    for   lending   too    eager   an  ear  to 
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common  report.     He  is  grieved,  of  course, 
but  irlacl  that  a  wroiio;  is  righted." 

Still  Lord  Rothvvell  held  my  hands — still 
he  looked  at  me. 

"  He  is  convinced,  Philip.  Laurence 
Estmere  knows  that  his  wife  is  innocent." 

"  Laurence  Estmere  !  My  father  you 
mean." 

"  Your  father  I  mean.  Philip,  Philip  ! 
Do  you  know  why  I  have  loved  you  as 
a  son  ?  Why  1  knew  that  it  was  your 
destiny  to  work  out  this  thing  ?  Why  1 
bade  you  spare  nothing — even  honour;  stop 
short  of  nothing,  save  crime,  to  learn  the 
truth  ?    Shall  I  tell  you  ?    Can  you  bear  it  1 " 

T  could  scarcely  breathe,  much  less  speak. 
My  eyes  were  riveted  on  his. 

"  Because,"  he  said,  "  you  are  the  eldest 
son  of  her  I  loved — of  him  I  loved.  Because 
your  father,  William  Korris,  is  the  man 
you  have  condemned  and  blamed — Laurence 
Estmere  !  " 
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Tlie  truth  came  to  me  ;  it  came  like  a 
flood.  Such  a  flood  as  no  brain  could  hold 
or  withstand.  In  one  second  or  tenth  of 
a  second  the  Avliole  of  my  life  seemed 
jostled  together.  I  saw  and  knew  every- 
thing. j\ly  state  was  not  one  of  astonish- 
ment. It  was  simply  that  of  one  upon 
wdiom  a  sudden  revelation  bursts.  Doubt 
I  had  none.  I  saw,  knew,  and  remembered 
everything.  The  truth  and  the  train  of 
thouoiit  which  rushed  after  it  was  too 
much.  Physically,  and  I  believe  mentally, 
I  was  a  strong;  man  :  but  this  was  more 
than  body  or  mind  could  bear.  For  the 
first,  and  I  hope  the  last  time  in  my  life 
I  fainted. 
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CHAPTER   IV. 

A   QUESTION    OF   PRECEDENCE. 

I  STRUGGLED  back  to  coiisciousness,  and 
found  Lord  Rotliwell  standing  over  me, 
bathing  my  forehead.  Seeing  my  eyes 
open,  he  filled  a  glass  with  wine  and 
brought  it  to  me.  I  drank  in  a  mechanical 
way,  then  by  an  effort  stood  upright.  The 
paramount  idea  in  my  mind  was  that  Lady 
Estmere  was  my  mother.  I  walked  towards 
the  door.  Rotliwell  followed,  and  seized 
my  arm. 

"  Where  are  you  going  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  I  am  going  to  my  mother — at  once." 

"  Sit  down,  Philip ;  don't  be  unreason- 
able. You  are  bewildered,  naturally.  Try 
and  collect  yourself." 
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"  I  say  I  am  going  to  my  mother.  Who 
are  you,  sir,"'  I  continued,  scarcely  respon- 
siljle  for  my  words,  "  who  are  you,  who 
dares  to  stand  between  ni}'  mother  and  her 
son  ?  For  more  than  twenty  years  we  have 
been   parted   by  fraud  !     Ko  one  shall  part 


us  a  train." 


Eothwell,  \Yho  was  immensely  powerful, 
absolutely  forced  me  back  to  a  chair. 

"  Sit  still,"  he  said,  "  and  try  to  think  ; 
try  to  realize  everything.  Remember  that 
every  word  such  as  you  speak  now  will  give 
a  fresh  wound  to  your  father's  heart." 

"  Why  did  I  not  know  all  this  before  ? 
What  right  had  you  to  keep  it  secret '] " 

"  Listen,  Philip,  or,  as  I  should  call  you 
now,  Laurence  —  I  was  bound  for  several 
reasons  to  respect  your  father's  secret.  The 
day  after  he  wounded  Chesham  he  dis- 
appeared. I  sought  him  everywhere,  but 
could  find  no  trace  of  him.  For  years  I 
neitlier  saw  nor  heard  of  him.     All  I  knew 
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was  tliat  he  was  alive.     The  one  man  who 
knew   his   ahode,    JMr.    Grace,   the   solicitor, 
told   me   that   much.     J3ut   he  was  faithful 
to  his  trust,  and,  although  with  great   niis- 
irivino-s,  he  consented  to  forward  a   letter  of 
mine,   I   heard   nothing   more   of  Laurence 
Est  mere   for   nearly   twelve    years.       Then, 
as  you  know,  chance  brought  me  to  your 
house,  and   in  your  father  I  recognized  my 
old    friend.     Perhaps    you    may    remember 
how    resolutely    he     denied     all     previous 
acquaintance    with    me,    until    I    began    to 
believe    I    had    been   misled   by   a   chance 
resemblance.     For    if   William    Norris    was 
Laurence  Estmere,  he  had  greatly  changed 
in   look.     Just   as   I  was   unwillingly  about 
to  depart,  I   remembered  that  whilst  boys 
together   his  hand  had   been  wounded,  and 
a    slight    scar    had    always    remained.       I 
looked  and  found  it  there.     Then  I  insisted 
upon   an  interview. 

"  I  begged  and  prayed  him  to  return  to 
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tlie  world  ;  to  return  to  his  \xik\  I  pointed 
to  the  sweet,  bhimeless  life  she  had  led 
since  he  left.  I  again  avowed  my  belief 
in  her  innocence.  All  was  unavailinof.  A 
proud,  sensitive  man,  wounded  to  death  by 
what  he  fancied  had  occurred,  he  was 
immovable.  Then  I  spoke  of  you,  and  of 
the  wrong  he  was  doing  you  by  bringing 
you  up  in  such  a  solitary  manner.  He  told 
me  you  would  be  none  the  worse  for  your 
strano;e  life.  You  would,  he  asserted,  be 
more  likely  to  grow  up  a  good  man  as  plain 
Philip  Norris,  than  as  the  heir  to  a  title  and 
riches.  This  I  did  not  dispute,  although  I 
believe  his  true  reason  for  keeping  you  in 
ignorance  was  the  fear  lest,  when  you  knew 
your  mother's  name,  you  would  seek  her 
and  perhaps  desert  him  for  her.  He  was 
then — he  is  now,  passionately  fond  of  you." 

Eothwell  paused.     I  nodded  my  head. 

"Argument  was  useless,"   he  continued, 
"so  at  last  I  lost  my  patience,  and  told  him 
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for  his  own  sake  I  sliould  reveal  his  retreat. 
I  refused  to  be  bound  to  silence.  Then  he 
threatened.  He  had  chosen  his  own  way 
of  hfe.  If  T  made  his  assumed  name  and 
abode  public ;  if  he  was  troubled  in  his 
retirement  ;  he  would  come  back  to  the 
world  ;  but  his  first  act  would  be  to  sue 
for  a  divorce.  Leave  him  alone,  he  would 
leave  others  alone.  Then  I  flushed  up  and 
quarrelled  with  him." 

"  But  you  parted  the  best  of  friends,"  I 
said,  as  I  recalled  all  I  had  seen  of  the 
meetino;. 

"  We  did.  Why  ?  Because,  in  the 
middle  of  my  tirade  he  looked  up  at  me, 
just  as  he  used  to  look  when  we  were  boys 
together,  and  I  heard  him  whisper,  '  Even 
you,  old  friend  ! '  So,  like  a  fool  or  a  boy 
at  school,  I  put  my  arm  round  his  neck  and 
swore  that,  right  or  wrong,  I  would  do  as 
he  wished.  All  I  could  hoj^e  was  that  time 
and  chance  miirht  make  thini^s  rio;ht  ag^ain. 
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I  did  not  dare  to  Lope  that  the  boy  who 
made  liis  way  to  my  heart  at  once  would 
be  the  means." 

I  sat  in  deep  thought.  My  one  longing 
was  to  go  to  my  mother,  throw  myself  into 
her  arms,  and  o;ive  her  the  eflad  tidinus.  I 
told  Rothwell  so.     He  frowned. 

"  Your  mother  can  wait.  It  is  your 
father  you  must  think  of  now.  Come  to 
him." 

"  Not  to-night ;  I  cannot,  will  not  see 
him  !     Let  him  first  repair  the  wrong." 

"  Come  to  him  at  once,  I  say  !  Who  are 
you  to  judge  him  ?  Remember  what  he 
saw.  Put  yourself  in  his  place.  Come 
with  me ;  we  have  been  away  from  him 
too  long." 

Still  I  held  back.  I  wanted  time  to  think, 
to  recover  myself.  Rothwell's  strono^  fino;ers 
closed  on  my  shoulder. 

"  Did  you  hear  him  promise  something, 
on  his  honour,  as  I  left  him  ?  "     There  was 
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such  meaning  in  his  voice  that  a  chill  crept 
over  me. 

"  He  promised  me,"  said  Rothwell,  in  low, 
deep  tones,  "  not  to  take  his  own  life  until 
my  return.  Did  I  not  say  that  paper  might 
be  a  man's  death  warrant '? " 

"  And  you  dared  to  leave  him  alone  !  "  I 
cried.     "  Come  ! 

"  When  Laurence  Estmere  makes  a  pro- 
mise, let  it  be  for  good  or  evil,  he  keeps  it." 

By  this  time  1  had  reached  the  library 
door.  "  Let  me  go  first,"  whispered  Roth- 
well.     I  yielded  the  point. 

My  father  w^as  at  his  desk,  and  as  we 
entered,  started,  as  one  surprised  in  the 
midst  of  a  train  of  deep  thought.  Li  front 
of  him  lay  a  miniature  in  a  gold  frame,  and 
his  right  was  toying  with  a  pistol. 

Rothwell  walked  to  him  and  laid  his  hand 
on  the  weapon.  My  father  calmly  resigned 
it.  I  was  struck  with  horror.  All  1  could 
do  was  to  rush  to  his  side,  kneel  down  and 
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implore  him  to  think  of  me  before  he  did 
any  rasli  act. 

His  arm  stoh^  round  my  neck.  He 
was  preternaturally  calm.  "Fear  nothing, 
Laurence,"  he  said. 

"  Call  me  by  my  own  name,"  I  cried. 

''  Your  name  is  Laurence  Estmere.  You 
have  told  him  all,  Rothwell  1 " 

"  Everything." 

"  Then  I  need  say  no  more  at  present, 
except  to  ask  my  son  if  he  forgives  me." 

*'  I  have  nothing;  to  forfjive  !  Nothinof ! 
But  my  poor  mother — the  years  of  suffering. 
Father,  you  were  cruelly  wronged  !  " 

He  was  calm  still ;  but  I  felt  a  shiver 
run  throuoh  him.  He  leaned  forward  and 
looked  at  the  portrait  before  him.  It  was 
that  of  his  wife,  young,  fair,  and  happy. 

Presently  he   moved   his    arm    from    my 

shoulder.     He  rose,  and,   I  noticed,  placed 

the  portrait  next  his  lieart. 

"  I  am  tired,"  he  said.     "  I  have  much  to 
VOL.  III.  a 
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tin  Ilk  about.  Good  niglit,  my  son.  Good 
night,  my  friend." 

■  I  scarcely  knew  what  to  make  of  his 
jnanncr.  He  was  changed  in  some  way  ; 
hut  spoke  quietly  and  calmly.  Yet,  in 
Eothwell's  hand  was  the  weapon  which  I 
firmly  believe  his  promise  ouly  kept  from 
beincr  turned  aa;ainst  his  heart. 

"  By    the    bye,"    he    said,    "  where    is 
Chesham  1 " 

Now,  running  under  all  my  thoughts  and 

aoitation  was  the  one  idea  that   in   a    few 

days  I  should  have  the  pleasure  of  trying 

to  kill  Chesham.     Not  for  a  kingdom  Avould 

I  have  consented  to  forego  my  chance.     As 

I  heard  my  father  ask  the  question,  and 

pioreover,  mention  the  man's  name  without 

apparent  effort  or  emotion,  I  replied  as  if  I 

were  answering  a  most  commonplace  inquiry. 

"  He  has  ijonc  to  Monaco." 

Eothwell  darted  a  fierce  look  at  me,  and 

I  saw  the  folly  of  which  I  had  been  guilty. 
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"  Good  niglit,"  said  my  fiitlicr  once  more. 

"  ]\[y  dear  Laurence,"  said  Rothwell,  "  you 
may  be  sure  I  am  not  going  to  lose  sight  of 
YOU  to-nii!lit.  You  are  not  well  enouo-h  to 
sleep  alone." 

]\ly  fatlier  smiled,  lialf-contemptuously. 

"  You  are  a  good  fellow,  Frank,"  lie  said, 
reverting  to  tlie  Christian  name  of  his  friend. 
^'  Be  at  your  ease." 

"  FJut  I  am  not,     I  will  not  leave  you." 

My  father  reseated  liimself.  "  Give  me 
that  book  near  3'our  hand,"  he  said.  I 
handed  it  to  him.  He  opened  it  and  ran 
through  the  pages,  whilst  Eothwell  ex- 
ehai)o;ed  looks  of  astonishment  with  me. 

Presently  my  father  found  the  passage  he 
wanted.  He  handed  the  book  to  Eothwell, 
and  told  him  to  read.  I  took  the  liberty  of 
looking-  over  his  shoulder. 

Tli(i  book   was,  '  Lives  of  Distinouished 

Judges.'     The   paragraph  pointed  out  to  us 

set  forth  how  Lord  C had  once,  by  his 

G  2 
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summing  np,  doomed  an  innocent  man  to 
tlie  gallows,  aiul  it  enlarged  u])on  the  dis- 
tress of  mind  he  ever  afterwards  felt.  Then, 
in  a  logical,  clever  way,  the  writer  showed 
that  this  distress  was  purely  sentimental — 
that  the  blame  did  not  rest  on  the  shoulders 
of  the  judge,  hut  on  those  of  certain 
witnesses  wdio  had  sworn  falsely.  The 
blood  of  the  judicial  victim  was  on  their 
souls,  not  on  the  judge's. 

We  caught  my  father's  meaning,  and  an 
immense  weight  was  lifted  from  my  mind. 

"  You  identify  yourself  with  Lord 
C ■?  "  said  Eothwell. 

"  I  do.  I  argued  the  matter  out  whilst 
you  were  absent.  I  remembered  this  case 
just  in  time.  It  changed  my  jolans.  No  ; 
the  punishment  should  not  fall  on  the 
misled  judge,  but  on  the  false  witness.  Be 
satisfied.     Good  nioht." 

We  made  no  further  resistance.  His 
manner  impressed  us.     Yet  a  certain  doubt 
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liiioered  in  our  minds.    To  me  tliis  calmness 
seemed  appalling. 

"  Are  we  rioht  to  leave  liim  ?  "  I  asked. 

"  Yes  ;  but  we  may  as  well  see  bim  to 
bis  room." 

AVe  went  to  bis  bed-room.  He  received 
us  witli  a  sort  of  sad  irony,  and,  noticing 
tbe  quick  glance  Rotliwell  cast  around  bim, 
said  : 

"  Don't  be  afraid,  Frank.  Tbere  are 
none  bere.  It  is  twenty  years  and  more 
since  I  sbaved  myself." 

Tben  we  left  bim,  and  sbortly  afterwards 
followed  his  example  and  went  to  our 
rooms.  Wbetber  mv  friend  slept  or  not 
I  cannot  sav.  For  me,  tbe  events  of  tbe 
day  bad  banisbed  sleep.  I  was  tired 
physically  ;  but  my  fatigue  bad  gone  past 
tbe  stage  of  drowsiness,  and  reached  tbat 
of  wakefulness.  So  I  sat  at  my  window 
and  thought,  tbouglit,  thought. 

What    a     change     in     my    life  !      This 
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morning  Pliilip  Norris,  this  evening  Laurence 
Estmere.  Valentine  my  brotlier !  Well,  1 
could  scarcely  love  liiin  more  for  that ;  but 
still,  it  Avas  delightful  news.  Claudine  my 
cousin !  That  made  little  difference ;  the 
lesser  relationship  would  be  merged  in  the 
greater.  But,  over  and  above  all,  Lady 
Estmere  my  mother.  Would  she  love  me 
as  she  loved  Valentine  ?  Should  I  be  able 
to  make  her  understand  how  I  had  longed 
for  a  mother's  love  ?  If  I  could  have 
chosen  my  unknown  mother  from  the 
women  I  had  seen,  I  should  have  chosen 
Lady  Estmere.  Now  I  should  be  able  to 
bring  her,  not  only  my  love,  but  her  hus- 
band's love.  I  sat  and  revelled  in  these 
Adsions,  in  spite  of  the  oue  dark  spot  in 
them.  Throuo'li  all  of  them  rose  Chesham's 
malignant  face,  aud  a  fierce  joy  swept 
through  me  as  I  2:>ersuaded  myself  that, 
not  only  was  I  the  means  of  restoring 
love    to    my   father    aud    mother,    but    I 
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should  be  the  aveno-er  of  their  wrouo-s. 
This  duty  done,  I  would  return,  many 
Claudine,  and  live  happily  ever  afterwards. 

So  I  sat,  hour  after  hour,  picturing  what 
the  great  change  in  my  life  would  mean — • 
building  castles,  jDlanning  plans.  I  thought 
of  the  happy  day  when  Sir  Laurence  Est- 
mere,  his  wife  and  sons,  would  be  assembled 
tosfether  in  Estmere  Court — when  the  o-rand 

O  O 

old  house,  so  long  left  desolate,  should  awake 
aijain  to  life.  Yes,  there  was  a  o-reat  future 
before  me,  and,  in  spite  of  the  trouble  and 
uncertainty  surrounding  me  and  those  I 
loved,  I  can  scarcely  be  blamed  for  painting 
it  in  rosy   colours. 

Once  or  twice  during  my  vigil  I  crept 
from  my  room  and  listened  at  my  father's 
door.  I  heard  no  sound,  and  trusted  that 
sleep  had  come  to  him  more  readily  than 
she  seemed  inclined  to  come  to  me.  I 
beo-an  now  to  wish  that  I  could  snatch 
some  hours  of  re2)0se,  feeling  sure  that   I 
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slioultl  want  all  my  j^owers  when  the  clay 
came.  And,  as  I  Iramed  tlie  wish,  nature 
must  at  last  have  yieldcl,  for  the  next 
thing  I  can  rememl)er  is  finding  myself 
shivering  in  my  chair  before  the  open 
window,  and  for  a  moment  wondering 
why  I  was  not  in  bed. 

I  looked  at  my  watch.  It  was  three 
o'clock.  A  fresh  breeze  was  bio  win  ix  from 
the  W'cst,  and  the  moon  shone  brightly  as 
it  escaped  for  a  few  minutes  from  the  light, 
drifting  clouds.  I  could  see  the  long,  white, 
quivering  path  of  moonlight  stretching 
away  across  the  sea.  I  gazed  at  it  in  a 
clreamy  way,  and  should  most  likely  have 
fallen  asleep  whilst  doing  so,  but  heard  a 
harsh,  grating  sound  on  the  shingle  at  the 
foot  of  the  tall  cragjs  between  which  our 
house  nestled. 

I  knew  what  the  sound  meant.  I  had 
heard  it  often  and  often  in  the  early 
mornino;.      The   fishermen   were    launchinu^ 
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their  heavy  boat.  In  a  few  minutes  I 
heard  the  splash  of  an  oar,  and  knew 
they  were  afloat  and  paddling  out  of  the 
surf,  whilst  the  sail  was  being  hoisted.  I 
wished  I  had  known  they  were  going  oft' 
so  early,  a  brisk  sail  would  have  been  the 
A^'ery  thing  for  me.  I  had  a  great  mind 
to  run  down  to  the  beach  and  hail  them. 
Better  not,  perhaps — it  may  be  hours  before 
I  could  get  back,  and  under  present  circum- 
stances, Eothwell  and  my  father  might  be 
frightened  if  I  did  not  appear  in  the 
morn  in  o'. 

Presently  I  saw  the  boat,  with  her  dark 
tanned  sails,  creep  out.  She  came  into 
the  moonlight  and  steered  straight  up  the 
glittering  path  ;  straight  away  from  land, 
on  a  h^ng  stretch  out  before  going  up  or 
down  channel.  1  couhl  see  one  or  two 
da,rk  fici^nres  in  the  stern,  and  wished  that 
I  were  with  them.  I  watched  the  boat 
for  a   Ions:   time,   till   I    saw   it   change   its 
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course  ;  saw  tlie  heavy  inaiisail  swing  out 
as  the  sheet  was  shickeiicd,  aud  the  bow 
turned  for  a  run  u])  channel.  For  a  few 
seconds  the  boat  had  vanished  in  the 
darkness,  and  I  closed  my  window  and 
undressed  myself,  resolved  to  make  a  bid 
for  sleep. 

I  slept  and  woke.  I  slept  and  woke 
ao-ain.  The  nvAit  seemed  interminable, 
but  it  did  end  at  last.  Shortlv  after 
eight  o'clock  I  dressed  myself  and  went 
down-stairs.     Eothwell  soon  joined   me. 

My  father  was  an  early  riser,  but  this 
morning  we  were  before  him,  Mrs.  Lee 
came  in  to  know  if  we  would  wait  breakfast 
for  him.  He  must  have  overslept  himself, 
she  fancied,  as  he  had  not  yet  taken  in  the 
can  of  hot  water  left  outside  his  door.  My 
heart  grew  sick,  and  I  could  see  my  fears 
reflected  in  Rothwell's  face.  We  said 
nothing,  but  simultaneously  went  up-stairs 
to    his    room.     I    knocked ;    there   was    no 
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answer.  I  tried  the  door.  Thank  God,  it 
was  unlocked  I  My  knees  quaked  as  I 
entered  the  room.  I  dreaded  that  some 
sight  of  horror  woukl  meet  my  eyes.  In 
spite  of  his  promise — in  spite  of  his  assurin;:^ 
argument,  we  shoukl  find  him  dead  !  AVhy 
did  we  leave  him  for  a   second  ? 

No  !  the  room  was  peaceful  and  undis- 
turbed, but  it  was  untouched.  The  bed  was 
as  smooth  as  when  Mrs.  Lee  made  it  yester- 
day morning.  It  had  not  been  slept  in. 
j\Iy  father  was  gone. 

We  stared  at  each  other.  Had  it  not  been 
for  the  undisturbed  bed,  we  might  have 
comforted  ourselves  by  thinking  he  had 
taken  an  early  walk,  as  was  sometimes  his 
custom.  But  his  not  having  rested  at  all 
gave  his  absence  a  much  graver  aspect. 
Still,  it  was  a  relief  to  find  that  our  great 
dread  had  been   oroundless. 

We  questioned  the  servants.  They  had 
found   the  house  door   unbolted,    but    each 
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tliduglit  tlie  otlicr  LatI  opened  it.  Neither 
Mrs.  Lee  nor  tlie  apple-clieeked,  open- 
moutlied  maid  liad  lieard  any  sound  in  the 
night.  j\rrs.  Lee  inspected  his  wardrobe 
and  found  tliat  linen  and  other  thino;s  were 
missing  ;  also  a  small  portmanteau  which 
stood  in  his  room.  This  was  2food  news 
whatever  his  object  in  stealing  away  like 
this  might  be  ;  these  preparations  show^ed 
he  meant  no   harm  to  himself. 

The  idea  which  at  once  occurred  to  me 
was  that  he  had  gone  in  search  of  his  wife. 
I  made  this  known  to  Rothwell  as  we 
returned  to  the  dinino;-room. 

"  No,"  he  said  with  a  frown,  "  he  is  gone 
where  your  foolish  words  of  last  night  pointed 
at.  Unless  we  can  overtake  him  first  we 
shall  find  him  at  Monaco.  He  has  gone  to 
reckon  up   w^ith  Eicliard  Chesham." 

I  was  obliged  to  agree  with  the  speaker. 
]\Ty  father's  words  about  the  deserts  of  the 
false  witness  confirmed  Eothwell's  theory. 
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But  how  had  he  gone?"  It  was  no  easy 
matter  to  fmd  one's  way  at  night  across  the 
moor.  Then  I  thoiioht  of  the  fish  in  i>-- boat. 
I  ran  down  to  the  beach,  and  found  one  of 
the  fishermen's  wives. 

Yes — about  three  o'clock  the  master  had 
aroused  her  husband  and  told  him  to  launch 
the  boat.  He  must  go  to  Minehead  at 
once.  He  had  important  business  calling 
him  from  home.  There  was  a  fine  breeze 
blowinix.  Her  husband  and  her  eldest  son 
got  out  the  boat  and  away  they  all  went. 

This  intelligence  settled  the  matter.  The 
only  thing  to  be  decided  was  how  to  follow 
the  fugitive — by  land  or  by  water  ?  AVe 
found  we  had  no  choice.  Fisherman  No.  2 
was  away  with  his  craft,  so  by  land  we  must 
go.  We  snatched  a  hasty  breakfast,  put 
toi2;ether  the  few  tliino;s  we  needed,  and 
started  forthwith. 

Ill-luck   beset    us.     The    only  chance    of 
getting  a  conveyance  was  at  the  little  farm. 
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Amvino;  there  we  found  tliat  farmer  Pas- 
more  was  away,  and,  wliat  was  worse,  in 
company  witli  his  lioht  cart.  There  was  no 
horse  h'ft  they  could  put  in  liarness,  even  if 
they  couhl  have  found  anything  to  which 
to  harness  it.  Mrs,  Pasmore,  who  saw  from 
our  looks  the  urgency  of  tlie  case,  expressed 
her  sorrow  in  good  musical  Devonshire,  and 
assured  us  that  her  husband  mi2;ht  return 
any  moment.  So  we  waited,  Rothwell 
puffing  at  a  great  cigar,  and,  I  am  sorry  to 
say,  minolino-  much  stronq;  lan2;uaa;e  with 
the  smoke, 

Mrs.  Pasmore  was  tearful  in  her  regret 
when  minute  after  minute  passed  without 
her  husljand  making  his  appearance.  After 
losing  a  precious  hour  we  made  up  our 
minds  to  start  ai^ain  on  foot  and  walk  until 
we  found  a  conveyance.  We  trudged  on 
ten  miles  before  relief  came  to  us. 

Now,  ten  miles  walkino;  to  men  en- 
cumbered    with    baiis    means    about    three 
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hours,  more  or  less.  The  consequence  was 
that  when  we  reached  Minehead,  we  found 
the  train  we  hoped  to  catch  had  just  left, 
and  there  was  notldng  to  take  us  to  Bristol 
in  time  to  catch  anv  train  before  the  nitrht 
mail ;  so  it  was  four  o'clock  in  the  morninir 
when  we  disembarked  at  Paddimrton.  If 
my  father  had  caught  the  first  train  from 
Minehead,  it  was  clear  he  had  nearly  twenty- 
four  hours'  start  of  us. 

I  confess  that  by  this  time  I  was  thoroughly 
tired  out.  Kothwell  noticed  my  state.  He 
himself  was  so  accustomed  to  fatigue  that 
the  exertions  of  the  day  scarcely  told  upon 
him. 

"  We  can't  do  anything  more  to-night, 
Philip.  Let  us  turn  into  the  hotel  and 
get  an  hour  or  two's  sleep.  We  have  a  long 
journey  before  us  and  must  start  as  fresh  as 
possible." 

To  bed  we  went,  but  not  for  many  hours. 
At   half-past   seven    we    were   at   breakfast 
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togetlier,   aiid  settling  wliicli  route   to  take 
to  the  Continent. 

"  We  shall  only  be  a  few  hours  behind 
hiui,"  said  Rothwell.  "We  shall  reach 
Monaco  before  he  has  time  to  settle  any- 
thing." 

"  You  feel  quite  sure  he  has  gone  there. 
JMiglit  he  not  have  gone  straight  to  my 
mother  ? " 

How  stranixe  those  two  last  words 
sounded  on  my  tongue  ! 

"  No — his  one  idea  will  be  venfreance. 
lie  will  not  look  upon  his  wife's  face  again 
until  he  has  wiped  out  Chesham.  I  should 
do  the  same  —  you  would  do  the  same, 
Philip — -Laurence  I  ought  to  call  you." 

"  Still,  let  us  make  sure,"  I  urged. 

"  Certainly  —  but  how  ?  AVe  can  tele- 
graph to  your  mother,  and  ask  her  if 
anything  unusual  has  occurred.  But  I 
don't  believe  he  knew  where  to  find  her. 
Did  you  tell  him  ?  " 
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I  shook  mv  head.  Then  I  siio-o-ested  a 
visit  to  Mr.  Grace,  my  father  I  knew  kept 
very  little  money  in  tlie  house.  If  he 
needed  any,  he  would  most  likelv  iro  to 
his  solicitor  for  it. 

Lord  Eothwell  fell  in  with  my  proposal. 
AVe  finished  our  breakfast,  and  afterwards 
drove  over  to  Enssell  Square,  as  it  was 
too  early  to  expect  to  find  Mv.  Grace  at 
his  office.  Mr.  Grace  was  at  his  breakfast, 
but  upon  our  names  being  sent  in  to  him 
came  to  us  at  once,  redolent  with  the  odour 
of  his  morning^  coff'ee,  and  brushino-  the 
crumbs  of  bread  from  his  black  trousers. 

"  Lord  Rothwell  and  Mr.  Philip  Norris," 
he  said ;  "  I  am  surprised — I  may  even 
say  astonished." 

"  You  can  call  this  gentleman  Mr. 
Estmere,"  said  Rothwell.     "  He  knows  all." 

"  I  must  respectfully  beg  your  lordship's 
pardon.  AVithout  disputing  the  foct  that 
Mr.  Philip  knows  all,  1  must  still  call  him 

VOL.  III.  H 
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Ity  tlic  name  liis  fatlier  calls  liim,  until 
that  fatlier  introduces  liiin  to  me  l)y 
another  desiixnation." 

*'  Never  mind,  ^\r.  Grace,"  I  said,  "  call 
me  what  you  will." 

"It  is  not  what  I  will,  Mr.  Philip;  it 
is  wdiat  your  father  wills." 

"Kindly  tell  us,  Mr.  Grace,"  said  Roth- 
well,  impatiently,  "  if  Sir  Laurence  has 
been  with  you." 

"  Sir  Laurence,  as  you  know.  Lord 
Piotliwell,  is  a  client  of  mine,  but  for 
many  years  I  have  been  instructed  to  say 
nothing  about  his  movements." 

Eothwell  was  growing  very  angry  at 
the  old  man's  methodical  exactness  and 
obedience  to  his  employer. 

"Mr,  Grace,"  I  said,  "never  mind  about 
Sir  Laurence — has  my  father,  Mr.  Norris, 
been  with  you  ?  Answer  me,  please,  it  is 
a  matter  of  life  and  death." 

"Your  father,  ]\h\  Philij^,  called  on  me 
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iibout  one  o'clock  yesterday.  He  informed 
me  lie  was  going  abroad.  He  wanted 
money,  so  I  gave  liim  two  hundred 
pounds." 

Eotliwell  and  I  exchanged  glances.  Our 
coujectures  were  right.  "  He  did  not  say 
where  he  was  going,  or  why  he  was 
o-omo- « 

O  O 

"  He  did  not, -Mr.  Philip." 
"Did  he  seem  cpiite  well,  quite  himself?  " 
"  He  seemed  C[uite  Avell,  although   I  do 
not  wish  to  imply  that  his  state  of  health 
appeared  robust.     He  was  with  me  a  very 
short  time  and  spoke  but  few  words." 
"  He  was  calm  and  collected  ?  " 
"  He  was  very  calm,  very  collected,  Mr. 
Philip." 

AYe  thanked  Mr.  Grace  for  his  informa- 
tion, and  wished  him  good  mornimx.  Then 
we  went  to  our  respective  abodes  to  make 
a  few  preparations,  agreeing  to  meet  and 
start  by  the  first  train  to  Dover. 

H  2 
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"  Altlioiigli  I  don't  quite  know  why  we 
are  going,"  said  Roth  well,  "  unless  it  is  to 
see  fair  play.  Laurence  Estmcre  will  finish 
Chesham  safe  cnouoli  this  time." 

"  AYe  can  stop  the  meeting." 

"  Can  we  ?  Not  unless  both  men  have 
greatly  changed.  Chesham,  with  all  his 
rascality,  was  never  a  coward,  and  as  to 
your  father,  I  have  never  yet  been  able  to 
stop  him  from  doing  what  he  chose.  If 
he  insults  Chesham  in  public,  how  can 
we,  two  English  gentlemen,  stop  the 
duel  ? " 

I  knew  how  to  stop  it ;  I  had  a  prior 
claim  to  Chesham's  attention.  lie  had  no 
rio'ht  to  iro  riskino;  the  life  I  meant  to  have 
against  any  one  else,  until  I  was  satisfied. 
However,  to  avoid  interference,  I  thought 
it  best  not  to  mention  my  lien  to  Eothwell. 
"  We  had  better  go,"  I  said. 
"  Yes,  we  will  go ;  but  I  swear  to  you, 
Philip,  that    if  your  father  washes  to  kill 
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that  man  he  shall  have  the  chance.  He 
will  do  it  too." 

'■'  But  men  don't  fight  duels  to  the  death, 
now-a-days," 

"  Don't  the}^ !  Not  such  fellows  as  you 
know  about  town,  perhaps,  but  I  have  seen 
many  duels  fought  out  to  the  end  even 
in  these  degenerate  days.  This  will  be 
fought  out.  It  shall  not  be  stopped.  I 
will  stand  by  your  father  as  I  stood  once 
before,  and  see  that  dog  fall  to  rise  no 
more." 

"  But  suppose — " 

"  I  won't  suppose  anything — but  I'll  tell 
vou  one  thingj.  If  Chesham  leaves  the 
ground  alive  I'll  have  him  out  myself  the 
next  day." 

With  three  men  so  kindly  disposed 
towards  him  Chesham's  career  bade  fair 
to  be  brought  to  a  sudden  stop.  Still  I 
was  determined  to  have  the  precedence 
in  tbe  matter. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

A    LA    BARE  li: RE. 

We  travelled  with  all  speed  to  Monaco. 
At  every  lialting-place  we  inspected  the 
other  carriao;es  of  the  train,  knowini]^  that 
my  father  could  not  he  much  ahead  of 
lis,  and  that  a  chance  delay  of  a  few  hours 
on  his  part  might  make  us  fellow-travellers. 
But  our  search  was  vain  ;  we  saw  nothing 
of  him. 

It  was  nia'ht  when  we  arrived  at  Monaco. 
We  found  we  should  just  have  time  to 
eniracTe  beds  at  an  hotel,  and  reach  Monte 
Carlo  before  the  hour  struck  at  which  that 
well-conducted  establishment  insisted  that 
winners  and   losers  should   postpone   their 
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rttruorales  until  another  sun  rose  lii":li  in  the 
heavens.  We  felt  sure  that  so  lono;  as  the 
tables  were  open  it  would  he  vain  to  seek 
Chesliani  elsewhere  ;  and  where  Cbeshani 
was  we   should   find   traees   of  my  father. 

Lord  Eothwell,  who  was  far  from  heincr 
entirely  above  the  weaknesses  of  humanity, 
had  been  at  Monte  Carlo  many  a  time. 
He  knew  the  place  and  the  ways  of  it. 
The  necessary  formalities  were  soon  com- 
plied with,  and  under  his  guidance  I  entered 
for  the  first  time  the  o;io;antic  o-amblino- 
establishment  from  which  M.  Blanc,  by  the 
aid  of  a  small  percentage  of  chance,  draws 
a  princely  income  which  may  be  calculated 
upon  as  certainly  as  if  he  were  in  the 
most  C[uiet  and  legitimate  way  of  business. 

We  walked  from  table  to  table  and  in- 
spected the  ring  of  eager  faces  surrounding 
each  battle  -  field  of  fortune.  Neither  at 
roidi'lte  nor  at  trcnte  d  quaranie  could  we 
discover   Chcsham — nowhere  could  we    see 


104  LIVING    OR    DEAD.  [cu.w. 

my  father.  AVe  wctc  turning  away  to 
pursue  our  researches  in  other  and  more 
innocent  adjuncts  to  the  buikling,  when 
we  were  accosted  by  a  man  well  known 
to  both  of  us.  lie  had  just  risen  from 
one  of  the  tables,  and  bore  the  cheerful 
face  of  a  winner. 

"  Come  to  tempt  fortune  ?  "  he  said. 

"Not  to-night  —  we  are  only  looking 
round,"  answered  Eothwell. 

"  Looking  round,"  said  our  friend,  who 
was  a  small  wit  in  his  way.  "  I  expect 
I'm  looking  round.  My  pockets  are 
crammed  with  notes  and  gold ;  I  never 
had  such  a  ni^'ht !  " 

We  offered  our  congratulations. 

*'  You  ought  to  have  been  here  just 
now,  Norris,"  continued  our  lucky  friend. 
"  It  might  have  done  your  heart  good  to 
have  seen  your  old  antagonist  Cheshaui, 
cleaned   out  of  everything." 

"  Chesham  cleaned  out !    How  was  that  ?  ' 
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"Cleaned  out  of  every  raj^,  by  George! 
He's  just  left  as  bare  as  the  palm  of  your 
baud.  Beo-an  with  wonderful  luck — w^on 
the  maximum  three  times.  I  sat  next  him, 
and  backed  liis  luck  till  it  bec;an  to  chano-c 
A  man  came  in  and  stood  opposite  him, 
and  looked  at  him.  Then  he  seemed  to 
go  to  pieces." 

Eothwx^ll  lauohed  a  low  lauirh. 

"  Who  was  the  man  V    1  asked, 

"  I  don't  know.  Tall,  good-looking  man, 
short  beard  and  moustache.  I  fancy  I've 
seen  some  one  like  him  years  ago,  but  can't 
remember  where.  lie  stood  for  hours  just 
opposite  Chesham  staking  a  fiver  every  now 
and  then  as  if  for  appearances.  But  he 
chano;ed  Chesham's  luck." 

"  Did  he  speak  to  him  ?  " 

"  Not  a  word ;  but  Chesham  looked  at 
him,  and  I  saw^  one  of  his  sweetest  ex- 
pressions come  over  his  face.  Then  he 
lost  and   lost.      He  got  pricked  and  went 
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at  it  like  a  boy  or  a  madman.  He  must 
liave  lofc^t  all  Lis  wiiiniiiLfs,  and  five  thousand 
beside." 

"How  lono-  has  he  been  ffone'?" 
"  Not  half  an  hour.  I  was  iilad  to  see 
him  off.  I  was  afraid  he  was  o;oin2:  to 
make  an  ass  of  himself.  I  lent  him  two 
hundred.  He  wanted  more,  but  I  told  him 
it  was  no  f^'ood  whilst  luck  was  ao'ainst 
him.     So  then   he  went." 

"  And  the  man  you  spoke  of  1 " 
"  He   went    too,   I    suspect.      I    did    not 
notice  him  aiiain." 

Rothwell  pressed  my  elbow,  and  having 
with  some  trouble;  shaken  off  our  fortunate 
friend,  we  prepared  to  go  in  search  of 
Chesham.  The  man  we  had  been  talking 
to  told  us  the  name  of  his  hotel. 

It  wanted  but  a  few  minutes  to  eleven. 
AVe  were  close  to  one  of  the  roulette  tables. 
Gamblers,  male  and  female,  were  concen- 
trating their  energies  on  the  last  few  spins. 


v.]  A    LA    BARrJERE.  107 

Eotliwell  paused  and  watclied  the  table 
Leino'  covered  with  frokl  accordiiifr  to  the 
pleasure  or  superstition  of  the  puuters.  I 
■was  annoyed  at  the  delay,  being  eager  that 
not  a  moment  should  be  wasted. 

"  Let  us  take  an  omen,  Philip,"  said 
Eothwell.     "  How  old  are  you  ?  " 

I   told  him. 

"  Put  these  four  napoleons  on  the  number  ; 
no,  put  four  of  your  own." 

I  did  so,  and  in  another  minute  found 
one  hundred  and  forty  napoleons  added  to 
my  stake. 

"  Put  it  all  on  the  even  chance,"  said 
Eothwell,   "  on  the  red." 

CarinGj  nothinq;  whether  I  won  or  lost, 
I  obeyed,  and  presently  found  my  stake 
doubled. 

"  Once  more,"  said  Ptothwell,  "  leave  the 
maximum  there — two  hundred  and  forty." 

Pound  went  the  little  mill,  wdiiz  went 
the  ball,  runnino-  round  and  round  till   at 
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last    it   settled    iu   its  appointed   place.     I 
Lad  won  ao^ain. 

This  was  the  last  spin  of  tlie  evening. 
I  picked  up  my  twelve  thousand  francs, 
stutfed  them  into  my  pocket,  determined 
they  should  be  devoted  to  buying  jewels 
for  Claudine. 

"Come,"  said  Rothw^ell,  "our  star  is  in 
the  ascendant.  I  accept  the  omen,  and 
fear  nothino;." 

For  a  man  of  his  experience  and  intellect 
I  began  to  think  him  absurdly  superstitious. 
I  had  noticed  this  tendency  several  times 
recently,  and  was  vexed  that  at  this 
particular  time  it  should  have  made  us 
waste  minutes  which  miMit  be  irretrievable. 
I  felt  certain  that  my  father  had  followed 
Chesham  from  the  rooms,  and  perhaps  that 
by  this  time  the  tw^o  men  had  arranged 
when  and  where  the  meetino^  was  to  be. 

We  drove  straio^ht  to  Chesham's  hotel. 
If  we   could  find  him  we   could  no  doubt 
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ascertain  where  my  father  was  staying. 
Moreover  I  miirht  be  able  to  arrantje  with 
him  that  little  matter  aljout  which  Eothwell 
knew  nothing,  I  could,  I  hoped,  forestall 
ray  father.  Eothwell,  when  he  knew  the 
facts  of  the  case,  would  be  compelled  to 
oive  me  all  the  assistance  he  could.  Every- 
thino-  would  fro  well  if  I  could  be  before 
Sir  Laurence. 

Chesham  was  not  in.  He  had  been  in, 
settled  his  hotel  bill,  and  taken  a  carriage. 
He  had  not  left  the  place  altogether,  as  his 
lucrojaofe  still  remained.  He  was  sure  to 
return  that  night.  He  had  given  the 
driver  instructions  to  take  him  along 
the  Nice  road.  Would  we  leave  our 
names. 

No,  we  would  not.  Our  business  v\'as  of 
no  consequence.  We  went  away,  and  at 
once  entered  into  a  deep  consultation. 
Why  had  Chesham  started  on  a  drive  at 
this  time  of  the  night "? 
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"  ITe  may  want  to  see  a  friend  and 
bespeak  his  assistance,"  I  hazarded. 

"  Or  he  may  be  gone  to  meet  some 
one  who  will  never  lose  sioht  of  him 
again,"  said  Rothwell,  with  meaning  in 
his  voice. 


1  started  at  the  siiG^Gjestion. 

"But  at  night!"  I  said.  "They  must 
have  seconds,  too  !  " 

"  Nio'ht  1  Look  at  the  moon — it  is  lii^ht 
as  day.  When  your  father  shoots  Chesham 
he  won't  trouble  whether  it  is  by  day  or 
ni2:ht,  with  seconds  or  without  them." 

"  We  must  follow  at  once ! "  I  cried. 
"  Not  a  moment  must  be  lost."  We  found 
a  carriage,  and  instructed  the  driver  to 
go  with  all  speed  along  the  Kice  road 
until  we  bade  him  stop. 

Rothwell  Avas  right.  The  moon  was  up, 
and  houses,  hedges,  trees,  and  what  people 
we  passed  were  plainly  visible  by  her  light. 
On    that    score    there   was   no    reason  why 
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two  men  slioukl  not  meet  aiid  work  out 
tlieir  deadly  purpose.  As  I  saw  the  road 
sirowino^  more  and  more  deserted  and  lonely 
I  bcGfan  to  dread  and  believe  that  Eotliwcll 
Lad  o'uessed  the  true  state  of  affairs.  I 
urged  the  driver  to  get  all  the  speed  he 
could  out  of  his  horses. 

rtothwell  said  little  or  nothino;.  He 
neither  assisted  nor  checked  my  exertions 
to  get  the  pace  at  which  we  were  going 
increased.  His  brow  was  stern,  and  his 
manner  moody.  Feeling  that  concealment 
was  of  no  further  use,  I  told  him  of  my 
engagement  with  my  father's  enemy,  assert- 
ing my  prior  claim.  lie  expressed  no 
surprise. 

"  Your  father's  claim  is  one  of  long  years 
standino;,"  he  said.  "  Nothino^  will  make 
liim  forego  it  in  your  favour." 

We  drove  on  some  five  miles  without  meet- 
ing with  anything  to  give  us  information. 
Then  we  heard  the  sound  of  wheels  and   a 
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cjirriagc  passed  ns.  It  was  going  in  an  oppo- 
site direction,  and  seeing  it  was  empty  I  called 
to  the  driver  and  Lade  him  stop.  He  told 
us  he  had  driven  a  o;entleman  some  half  a 
mile  further.  A  fair  English  gentleman, 
who  walked  with  a  halt.  Nevcrtlielcss, 
this  gentleman  had  expressed  his  intention 
of  performing  the  remainder  of  his  jonrney 
on  foot.  His  destination  was  a  villafxe  some 
few  miles  off.  He  told  our  driver  the 
exact  spot  at  which  his  fare  left  him,  and 
as  our  man  asserted  he  knew  the  place 
perfectly  we  bade  him  make  all  haste 
to  it. 

Now  it  was  that  Kothwell  seemed  to 
emero-e  from  the  2:loominess  and  silence  which 
had  sat  upon  him  since  we  started.  Now  he 
took,  so  to  say,  the  lead  in  the  expedition. 
It  was  he  who  discharged  the  driver,  when 
w^e  reached  the  indicated  spot,  and  told  him 
we  should  require  his  services  no  longer. 
He  paid  the  man  lavishly,  and,  holding  my 
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arm,  stood  still  until  tlie  retreating  wheels 
had  vanished  from  our  sight. 

"  They  met  here,"  he  said,  "  and  have 
gone  down  to  the  coast.  We  must  follow 
them." 

Still  grasping  my  arm  so  tightly  as 
almost  to  feel  like  a  restraint  placed  on 
me,  he  turned  from  the  road,  and  we 
struck  across  a  narrow  strip  of  land 
which  lay  between  us  and  the  sea-shore. 
We  reached  the  edg-e  of  the  cliff — if  it 
could  be  called  a  cliff  —  as  it  sloped  to 
the  beach  below  gradually  enough  to  allow 
any  one  on  foot  to  pass  u^d  or  down  with 
ease.  Some  little  way  from  us  standing 
at  the  edge  of  the  tide  were  two  men — a 
tall  man  and  a  shorter  one,  the  latter,  I 
could  see  by  the  light  of  the  glorious  moon, 
leaning  on  a  stick.  There  was  no  mistake, 
my  father  and  Chesham  were  there,  and 
it  appeared  talking  to  each  other. 

"  Thank  God,  we  are  in  time  ! "  I  cried. 

VOL.  III.  I 
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Then  I  strove  to  disengage  my  arm  from 
Lord  Eotliwell's,  intending  to  run  down  the 
bank  and  interpose  between  the  two  foes. 
My  friend  held  me  like  a  vice. 

"  Let  me  go  !  "  I  said,  struggling  to  free 
myself 

"  What  do  you  mean  to  do  ? "  he  asked 
in  a  low  fierce  voice. 

"  Do  !  Go  down  and  stop  the  duel.  I 
will  stand  in  my  father's  place.  I  claim 
the   right.     Let  me  go  !  " 

"  Never  !  Shall  Laurence  Estmere  be 
baulked  of  his  reveno;e  ?  Sit  down  here 
and  see  the  end." 

I  looked  at  him  in  sheer  astonishment. 
His  eyes  were  gleaming  with  fire.  The 
strongest  passion  was  written  in  every 
feature.  I  saw  in  a  moment  he  had  no 
intention  of  interferinsj.  His  strano^e 
superstition  told  him  that  Chesham  was 
doomed.  His  one  object  in  coming  here 
was    to    see   my    father    take    his   revenge. 
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Even  now,  writing  in  cold  blood,  I  must 
sav  tliat  for  the  time  I  believe  lie  was 
half  mad. 

The  moments  were  slipping  away.  I 
grew  fierce  as  my  friend.  "  Let  me  go  !  "  I 
said,  "  or  I  will  shout  and  interrupt  them." 

Before  my  sentence  was  finished  I  was 
lying  half-dazed  on  the  ground  with  Lord 
Eoth well's  great  w^eight  on  top  of  me.  He 
had  closed  with  me  and  thrown  me  like  a 
child. 

Till  then  I  had  no  idea  that  a  man  could 
be  so  strong  as  my  assailant.  I  had  read  of 
his  own  modest  accounts  of  feats  of  streno-th 
done  in  strange  lands,  and  I  had  heard 
about  them  from  others,  but  I  should  not 
have  believed  that  any  man  breathing  could 
have  thrown  himself  upon  me  and  rendered 
me  perfectly  helpless — could  whilst  keeping 
me  in  this  position  have  been  able  to  make 
use  of  one  hand  to  absolutely  gag  me  and 
stifle  my  cries. 

I   2 
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"  Philip  !  you  are  a  fool,"  lie  said. 
*'  Unless  you  swear  to  keep  silent,  to  stay 
in  this  place,  I  will  keep  you  here  until  all 
is  over,  even  if  I  have  to  stun  you — I 
mean  it.     Choose  !  " 

I  struggled  in  vain.  His  arms  and  legs 
were  like  bars  of  iron,  his  large  hand  still 
covered  my  mouth  and  almost  stifled  me. 
I  was  helpless. 

"  Promise,"  he  said,  "  promise  to  be  still 
and  silent.     You  need   fear  nothino;." 

Anything  was  better  than  this.  Let  me 
see  what  the  men  below  us  were  doing.  At 
this  very  moment  Cheshara's  pistol  might 
be  aimed  at  my  father's  heart ;  I  must  see 
what  was  going  on. 

I  managed  to  make  some  sort  of  ejacula- 
tion signifying  assent.  Rothwell  thereupon 
removed  his  hand  and   left  me  free. 

"  Come  here,  and  lie  down,"  he  wdiispered. 
"  I  did  not  mean  to  be  so  rous^h.  But 
nothing  shall  stop   this." 
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I  moved  to  the  edge  of  tlie  bank,  and 
lay  down  beside  my  commander.  I  looked 
easrerlv  at  the  shore  below.  The  two 
men  were  still  together,  and  I  saw  my 
Other's  face  in  the  moonliirht — saw  it  calm 
and  pale  and  without  a  trace  of  agitation 
on  it.  Oh  God !  How  will  it  look  in  ten 
minutes'  time  I 

He  stooped  and  laid  something  white — 
a  handkerchief  I  thou2:ht — on  the  sand  at 
his  feet.  He  pointed  to  it,  and  seemed  to 
speak  to   Chesham,  who  nodded  assent. 

"  A  la  barriere,"  wdiispered  Rothwell  in 
my  ear. 

"  What   does  that  mean  ?  "   I  gasped. 

"  They  will  each  go  some  paces  from  that 
mark,  then  turn  and  fire  when  they  like. 
If  one  fires  and  misses,  the  other  may  walk 
up  to  the  mark  and  shoot  him.  Tliis  is 
to  the  death,  Philip.  Chesham  will  never 
leave  the  ground  alive." 

So  certain  was  he  in  his  superstition  that. 
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altbougli  liis  dearest  friend's  life  hung  upon 
an  even  chance  only,  he  spoke  with  absolute 
exultation.  I  shuddered ;  a  horrible  dry- 
ness came  into  my  mouth.  Had  I  wished 
to  shout  I  scarcely  think  my  tongue  would 
liave  done  its  office.  I  felt  it  was  now 
too  late  to  interfere,  yet  I  knew  that  if 
my  father  fell  my  life  would  be  one  of 
unmitigated  remorse. 

The  men  beneath  us  separated.  I  could 
see  that  each  held  somethino;  in  his  riuht 
hand.  They  walked  a  few  paces  in  opposite 
directions,  and  as  they  did  so  the  thought 
crossed  my  brain,  what  if  Chesham,  villain 
as  he  was,  should  fire  before  my  father  was 
ready.  It  would  be  murder,  but  would  he 
shrink  from  that  ?  He  knew  nothing  of  the 
two  witnesses  so  close  at  hand. 

What  Rothwell  in  his  extraordinary  state 
of  mind  may  have  thought  I  know  not,  but 
I  trembled  in  every  limb  as  I  saw  my  father 
turn  his  back  to  the  white  handkerchief,  and 
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walk  away  a  few  paces.  Every  moment  I 
expected  to  liear  Chesliam's  shot  and  know 
that  murder  had  been  done. 

But  no.  The  viUain  may  have  been  too 
brave  for  that.  He  walked  like  my  father 
to  his  appointed  place,  and  the  two  men 
turned  and  faced  each  other. 

The  distance  they  were  apart  seemed 
nothing.  My  feeling  was  that  it  was  utterly 
impossible  for  either  to  fire  and  miss  the 
other.  Why,  in  spite  of  my  promise,  had 
I  not  given  the  ahxrm.  Too  late  now  !  too 
late  !  My  cry,  if  raised,  might  be  fatal  to 
the  one  I  loved.  I  must  see  the  wretched 
tragedy  to  the  end. 

The  men  have  turned,  and  are  facing 
each  other.  Chesliam's  back  is  towards  us. 
I  notice  he  has  dropped  his  stick,  and  even 
in  this  supreme  moment  I  wonder  if  he  will 
ever  need  it  again.  My  father's  face  we  can 
see :  it  is  calm,  set,  and  terrible,  as  that  of 
the   avenging   angel's.      lie   stands   like   a 
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rock,  witlioiit  motion,  apparently  without 
feeling.  Chesliam  raises  his  hand,  and  drops 
it  again.  Oh,  why  does  not  my  father  fire, 
and  kill  his  foe  ?  He  cannot  miss  him 
at  this  distance.  How  long  liave  they 
been  standing  here  ?  Is  it  hours,  minutes, 
moments  ? 

Now  Chcsham  has  moved  a  step,  two  steps 
nearer — another  !  Ho  is  raisino;  his  hand  ! 
Oh,  my  father,  fire  !  Kill  him  ere  he  kills 
you  !  I  feel  Roth  well's  hand  seek  mine 
and  grasp  it.  I  can  hear  his  deep,  quick 
breathing,  and  in  my  heart  I  curse  him  for 
not  preventing  this.  If  niy  father  dies,  I 
will  kill  this  false  friend.      I  swear  it ! 

Ah  !  Chesham's  pistol  is  up  and  levelled. 
The  moon's  rays  glint  on  the  barrel.  I  can 
bear  it  no  longer  !  I  bury  my  head  in  the 
turf  and  shut  my  eyes. 

It  is  over!  The  shot  rancj  throug;h  the 
air !  I  cannot  help  myself.  I  s^^ring  to  my 
feet.     A  great  sob  of  joy  breaks  from  my 
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heart.  My  fatlier  stands  there  upright,  and 
calm  as  ever.     To  all  appearance  unhurt. 

Rothwell  kneels  at  my  side  and  grasps 
my  hand  fiercely.  But  I  have  no  time  or 
thouoiit  save  for  the  scene  below  us.  A 
sickening  thought  passes  through  me  — I  am 
to  see  a  man  die. 

Give  him  his  due.  For  the  only  time 
in  my  life  I  admired  that  man.  His  miss 
had  forfeited  his  life.  He  knew  it  well. 
Yet  he  stood  his  pround  without  flinchino;. 
He  waited  for  death  as  boldly  as  if  he  had 
lived  a  blameless,  sinless  life.  Who  can  tell 
what  his  thoughts  were  at  that  moment  ? 
Who  can  say  what  he  felt  when  he  saw  that 
stern  pale  face  opposite  him,  the  face  of  a 
man  he  had  robbed  of  happiness,  a  face  that 
showed  neither  anger  or  emotion,  and  one 
that  not  a  trace  of  mercy  crossed  ? 

His  agony  of  mind  did  not  last  long. 
Sir  Laurence  Estmere  took  three  paces 
towards    him.      He    raised    his    arm,    and 
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apparently  taking  a  careless  aim  fired. 
8imultaneously  with  the  report  Richard 
Chcsham  staggered  a  pace  forward,  then 
fell  on  his  face. 

My  fixther  did  not  even  glance  twice  at 
the  result  of  his  shot,  lie  threw  the  pistol 
from  him,  walked  straight  to  the  cliff,  and 
commenced  the  ascent.  We  saw  that  he 
must  pass  close  to  us. 

"  Shall  we  stop  him  ?  "  1  whispered. 

"  Not  for  worlds.  Lie  down.  This  way  ; 
he  will  not  see  us  here." 

We  hid  ourselves.  In  a  minute  or  two 
my  father  passed  close  to  us.  He  walked 
leisurely  and  calmly  as  one  wdio  might 
be  enjoying  a  ramble  by  moonlight.  We 
watched  him  until  we  knew  he  must  have 
nearly  reached  the  high  road. 

Rothw ell's  excitement  had  vanished.  He 
turned  to  me  sadly  and  seriously. 

"  Forgive  me,  Philip,  this  thing  had  to 
be.     I  felt  it  to  be  fatality." 
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I  could  not  forgive  liim  yet.  I  felt  lie 
had  acted  like  a  madman  or  a  fanatic. 

"  Let  us  o'o  down  to  the  beach,"  I  said  : 
"  we  cannot  leave  a  man  like  that." 

"  Yes,  we  will  go  down,  although  we 
can  do  nothing.  Your  mother's  wrongs  are 
avenged." 

"  Where  will  my  father  go  ?  "    I  said. 

"  We  will  follow  him  presently.  Hark  ! 
What  is  that  ?  " 

In  the  distance  we  heard  the  sound  of  a 
horse's  hoofs. 

"He  must  have  got  a  horse  from  some- 
where," said  Roth  well.  "  It  must  have  been 
waitino:  for  Lim.  He  was  certain  of  return- 
ing,  you  see  ;  Chesham  was  not.  We  shall 
not  find  your  father  to-night.  Let  us  go 
down  to  the  beach." 

We  went  down  the  cliff.  I  ran  to 
Chesham,  and  raised  him  in  my  arms. 
Rothwell,  who  knew  as  much  about  gun- 
shot wounds  as  the  best  surgeon,  felt  his 
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pulse    and   then   pointed  to  a  liole  in   Lis 
clothes,  which  were  wet  with  blood. 

"Ridit  throuoh  the  heart,"  he  said. 
"We  can  do  nothino;  for  him.  He  died  at 
once, 

"  Lay  him  as  he  fell,"  he  continued.  I 
obeyed. 

"  Find  the  other  pistol,  the  one  your 
father  used." 

I  looked  for  it  and  found  it.  RothwcU 
examined  it.  It  bore  Chesham's  initials  in 
silver.  Its  fellow  was  tightly  grasped  in 
the  dead  man's  hand. 

Rothwell  picked  up  the  handkerchief 
which  had  done  duty  for  the  fatal  barrier. 
He  tied  it  round  the  pistol,  and  with  one 
sweep  of  his  muscular  arm  sent  them  some 
sixty  yards  out  to  sea. 

"  There  is  little  rise  and  fall  here,"  he  said. 
"  There  they  may  lie  till  some  convulsion 
changes  land  and  sea.  Come  away,  we  can 
do  no  more.     It  will  be  dancjerous  tolinf^er." 
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"  Must  we  leave  tlie  poor  wretcli  so  ?  "  I 
asked. 

"  Yes,  What  has  he  done  that  he  should 
merit  consideration  from  your  father's  son  ? 
— come  away." 

He  spoke  sternly,  as  one  feeling  contempt 
for  my  weakness.  His  words  were  true. 
The  dead  man  deserved  nothing  from  me, 
so  I  followed  my  friend. 

We  walked  back  to  Monaco.  It  was  too 
late  to  dream  of  finding  my  father  that 
night.  I  went  to  bed,  praying  that  no 
terrible  sequence  might  be  the  result  of  the 
night's  work.  My  haunting  fear  was  that 
my  father  would  be  arrested  for  the  murder 
of  Richard  Chesham.  In  law  he  would  be 
guilty. 

The  next  morning  we  inquired  for  any 
one  answering  to  the  description  of  my 
father.  We  found  that  a  gentleman  who 
gave  the  name  of  Norris  had  stayed  for  a 
few  hours  at  one  of  the  smaller  hotels.     He 
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had  dined  tliere,  and  after  dinner  liad  none 
out.  Al)out  eleven  o'clock  be  had  retunied 
and  said  he  wanted  to  hire  a  horse,  as  he 
intended  to  ride  to  Nice.  He  would  send 
it  back  by  some  one  the  next  day.  This 
proceeding  being  demurred  to,  he  offered  to 
deposit  the  value  of  the  horse,  and  claim  it 
when  the  animal  was  duly  returned.  It 
was  a  strange  request,  but  as  Englishmen 
are  all  more  or  less  mad,  not  so  much  to  be 
wondered  at.  The  money  was  paid,  and  the 
gentleman  had  the  horse.  When  he  brought 
it  back  the  money  would  be  refunded.  He 
had  fastened  his  small  portmanteau  in  front 
of  him,  paid  his  bill,  and  departed. 

So  he  had  gone  to  Nice,  ridden  there  as 
soon  as  he  had  done  the  deed  of  veng;cance 
or  justice.  No  doubt  he  would  be  off  by 
the  first  train  in  the  morning,  and  would 
once  more  have  a  few  hours  start  of  us. 

I  was  for  following;  at  once,  but  Eothwell 
vetoed  my  plan. 
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"  We  must  stay  at  least  two  clays,"  he 
said.  "  Heaven  knows  what  suspicions  our 
sudden  departure  may  give  rise  to.  We 
saw^  several  men  we  knew  last  night.  I  am 
not  afraid  about  your  father  now.  Let  him 
get  to  England  quietly." 

My  objections  were  overruled.  We  stayed 
two  days.  Every  moment  I  expected  to 
hear  that  Chesham's  body  had  been  found. 
Every  moment  I  thought  of  that  motionless 
form  lying  face  downwards  on  the  coast 
line,  with  the  waves  lapping  within  a  few 
feet  of  the  wicked  white  face.  Such  was 
my  state  of  excitement  and  suspense  that  I 
was  fain  to  gamble  highly  to  counteract  it. 
But  fortune  still  proved  kind,  and  I  left 
]\Ionte  Carlo  much  richer  than  I  came  to  it. 
Our  lucky  friend  remarked  Chesham's 
absence.  "  Shouldn't  wonder  if  he's  shot 
himself,"  he  said.  "  He  was  about  cleaned 
out,  1  think." 

Wc  waited  for  the  two  days,  then  hearing 
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nothing  made  the  best  of  our  way  home. 
The  day  after  we  left  Monaco,  the  body  was 
discovered.  The  situation  spoke  for  itself. 
A  lonely  place  on  the  coast.  A  ruined 
gambler  dead — a  bullet  through  his  heart 
— a  pistol,  his  own,  in  his  hand.  Such 
occurrences,  when  hinted  about,  are  apt  to 
bring  M.  Blanc's  admirably-conducted  estab- 
lishment into  ill-favour.  When  such  things 
happen,  they  are  hushed  up  with  as  little 
inquiry  as  possible.  There  was  no  one  to 
claim  the  dead  man,  there  was  enough 
money  in  his  pocket  to  bury  him  ;  so  buried 
he  was,  and  as  his  name  was  known  it  was 
placed  on  the  stone  above  him.  If  he  had 
any  heirs,  there  was  nothing  for  them  to 
succeed  to.  The  drivers  of  the  carriage 
which  took  him  and  ourselves  to  the  scene 
of  the  tragedy  either  never  heard  what  had 
happened,  or  troubled  nothing  about  it. 
Eichard  Chesham  was  dead  and  buried,  and 
no  further  questions  were  asked. 
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Men  who  knew  liim  heard  that  he  had 
been  cleaned  out  at  the  tables,  and  shot 
himself  in  consequence. 

"Poor  devil!"  they  said,  "he  played  a 
fine  rubber,  but  would  have  you  if  he 
could."     This  was  his  epitaph. 


VOL.  in. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

A    MESSAGE    OF    PEACE. 

On  our  journey  back  to  England  we  spent 
much  time  in  speculating  as  to  where  Sir 
Laurence  would  go,  and  in  w^hat  place  we 
should  seek  him  with  the  greatest  likelihood 
of  finding;  him.  Roth  well's  sano^uine  view 
of  things  alone  kept  me  from  feeling  most 
miserable  and  frig^htened.  His  idea  was 
that  my  father  would  at  once  go  to  Mr. 
Grace  for  tidings  of  Lady  Estmere,  and 
when  we  again  saw  him  we  should  find 
that  forgiveness  had  been  craved  and  ac- 
corded. I  doubted,  but  tried  to  believe 
this  ;  in  spite  of  the  sanity  of  his  jDroceed- 
ings  a  fear  crept   over  me,  that  whilst  he 
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was  at  Monaco  in  pursuit  of  his  revenge, 
my  father  was  not  quite  accountable  for 
his  own  actions.  That  strang;e  miclnio^ht 
duel ;  the  carelessness  with  which  he  faced 
death ;  the  way  in  which  he  had  left  the 
ground,  evidently  feeling  so  certain  that 
his  ends  had  been  accomplished  as  not  to 
trouble  to  ascertain  whether  his  foe  was 
living  or  dead  ;  the  absence  of  any  pre- 
cautions against  being  accused  of  murder ; 
all  these  things  as  I  thought  of  them  tended 
to  show  that  he  must  have  been  in  a  strange 
abnormal  state  of  mind. 

Eothwell  would  not  ao;ree  with  me.  In 
my  father's  place  he  would  have  acted  in 
a  similar  manner.  Justice,  stern  justice 
had  been  done ;  reconciliation  and  happy 
days  were  to  follow. 

We  agreed,  on  our  arrival  in  town,  to 
go  once  more  to  Mr.  Grace.  If  he  knew 
nothing  we  w^ould  telegraph  to  Mrs.  Lee. 
If  my  father  was  not  there  we  would  look 
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for  liim  at  my  mother's,  lie  might  in  some 
way  have  ascertained  her  abode. 

We  went  to  Mr.  Grace.  He  had  heard 
or  seen  nothing  further  of  his  client.  We 
telegraphed  to  Mrs.  Lee,  but  hours  and 
hours  must  elapse  before  we  could  hope  to 
get  a  reply  from  such  an  outlandish  place 
as  Torwood.  Then  we  telegraphed  to  Lady 
Estmere,  a  message  revealing  nothing,  as 
it  simply  asked  if  anything  unusual  had 
occurred ;  the  reply  soon  came  to  this, 
"  Nothing — I  am  quite  well,"  and  we  were 
sure  that  Sir  Laurence  had  not  yet  sought 
his  wife. 

Later  in  the  day  we  called  once  more  at 
Mr.  Grace's  office.  While  we  were  there 
a  telegraphic  message  was  brought  to  the 
solicitor.  It  was  from  the  agent  or  steward 
at  Estmere  : — "  Sir  L.  has  returned.  He  is 
at  the  Dower  House  ;  very  ill  and  queer." 

The  next  train  caxried  us  north.  We 
arranged  that  Mr.  Grace,  if  his  presence  were 
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needed,  should  follow  us  the  next  morninfr, 
and  if  we  found  my  father's  state  critical, 
should  bring  an  eminent  doctor  with 
him. 

We  had  miles  to  drive  from  the  nearest 
station  to  the  Dower  House.  It  was  day- 
break before  we  reached  our  destination. 
People  were  astir  in  the  house,  and  we  were 
soon  received  by  the  agent. 

He  knew  Lord  Rothwell  of  old,  and  upon 
hearing  who  I  was,  expressed  his  pleasure 
that  I  had  at  last  come  to  the  home  of  my 
race. 

We  cut  his  welcome  short.  I  was  too 
anxious  about  my  father  to  waste  time  in 
bandying  civilities  or  accepting  congratu- 
lations ;   I  demanded  particulars. 

"  Mrs.  Payne  can  tell  you  best,"  said  the 
agent.     "  I  will  call  her." 

Mrs.  Payne  made  her  appearance.  No 
doubt  the  agent  had  informed  her  who  the 
visitors    were,    and   the    worthy     woman's 
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surprise  when  she  found  that  Sir  Lcaurence's 
ekh^st  son  was  myself,  was  phiiuly  depicted 
on  her  face. 

But  she  was  a  sensible  woman,  and  j)ost- 
poned  inquiring  into  the  mystery.  In  a 
few  words  she  told  us  what  had  happened. 

Sir  Laurence  had  made  his  appearance 
at  Estmere  Court.  Although  so  many 
years  had  elapsed  since  she  had  seen  him, 
Mrs.  Payne  recognized  him  at  once.  He 
said  nothing  to  explain  his  sudden  and 
unexpected  visit.  He  walked,  in  a  dreamy 
kind  of  way,  she  said,  into  the  house,  went 
straight  to  his  wife's  bed-room,  and  finding 
it  w^ith  the  furniture  all  covered  up,  turned 
to  the  housekeeper,  who  had  ventured  to 
follow  him,  and  asked  if  Lady  Estmere  was 
at  the  Court. 

Mrs.  Payne  was  almost  too  frightened  to 
reply,  but  managed  to  stammer  out  that 
her  ladyship  was  from  home. 

"Ah,    at   the   Dower    House,"   said    Sir 
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Jiaurence.  "  I  will  go  and  join  her.  Tell 
tlieni  to  saddle  my  horse." 

The  good  woman  was  at  her  wits'  end. 
She  stood  starino;  at  her  master,  and  beo'an 
to  wonder  if  he  was  an  apparition. 

"  Do  as  you  are  bid,"  said  Sir  Laurence, 
sternly.  "  At  once,  I  have  no  time  to 
waste." 

She  hurried  out  and  consulted  her  hus- 
band. Both  were  much  frio-htened,  and 
anxious  to  do  their  best  to  obey  their 
master.  It  happened  that  a  farmer  who 
lived  at  a  distance  had  that  day  ridden 
in  to  see  some  friends  in  the  village,  and 
being  a  careful  man,  who  liked  to  save 
a  shilling  when  he  could  do  so,  had  by 
Payne's  permission  stabled  his  horse  in  one 
of  the  outhouses  about  the  Court.  So 
John  Payne,  under  the  unprecedented  cir- 
cumstances, decided  to  make  free  with  his 
friend's  horse.  He  saddled  it,  and  brought 
it    to    the    door,    and  held   the  stirrup  for 
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Sir  Laurence  to  mount.  He  sprang  to  the 
saddle  and  dashed  away  at  a  headlong  pace, 
leaving  Mrs.  Payne  and  her  husband  in  that 
strange  state  which  poor  people  describe  by 
saying,  they  might  have  been  knocked 
down  by  a  feather. 

The  case  had  gone  beyond  their  com- 
prehension. Something,  however,  must  be 
done.  Here  was  the  master  galloping  off 
for  the  Dower  House,  which  was  in  the 
same  dismantled  state  as  Estmere  Court, 
and  under  the  care  of  a  stupid  old  man 
and  his  wife.  The  Paynes  started  off  at 
once,  and  made  the  agent  aware  of  what 
strange  things  had  happened.  He  lived 
in  a  house  close  by,  and  his  first  fear  was 
that  some  letter  or  telcQ-ram  had  miscarried. 
He  could  not  believe  that  Sir  Laurence 
would  return  in  this  unexpected  manner, 
after  an  absence  of  so  many  years.  It 
was  some  time  before  the  Paynes  could 
convince     him     they    were    not    under     a 
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delusion.  He,  himself,  had  never  seen 
Sir  Laurence,  his  appointment  dating  sub- 
sequent to  the  break  up.  But  the  Paynes 
knew  him,  and  were  positive  the  right  man 
had  arrived.  So  it  became  Mr.  Black,  the 
agent,  to  bestir  himself.  So  far  as  he  could, 
he  grasped  the  situation.  His  eccentric 
employer  must  be  made  as  comfortable  as 
j)ossible.  In  a  few  minutes  his  horse  was 
harnessed,  and  in  company  with  Mrs.  Payne 
and  one  of  his  own  maid- servants,  he  was 
away  to  the  Dower  House  to  do  the  best 
he  could. 

Sir  Laurence  had  been  there,  and  fright- 
ened the  old  caretakers  out  of  their  lives. 
He  had  looked  round  and  simply  ordered 
the  house  to  be  got  ready,  as  if  a  staff  of 
servants  were  at  beck  and  call.  Then  he 
had  gone  out,  and  it  was  supposed  was 
wandering  about  the  grounds. 

The  hearts  of  Mr.  Black,  Mrs.  Payne, 
and   the   maid-servant   sank  within   them. 
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Still  the  master  must  be  obeyed.  The 
women  worked  like  furies ;  in  an  hour 
one  of  the  sittinoi-rooms  was  almost  fit 
for  occupation.  A  make-shift  of  a  dinner 
was  even  prepared.  In  the  mean  time 
Mr.  Black  had  gone  in  search  of  Sir 
Laurence.  He  introduced  himself,  but  was 
received  in  such  a  manner  that  he  returned 
to  the  house  discomfited  and  distressed. 
Sir  Laurence  had  told  him  shortly  not 
to  trouble  him,  but  go  and  attend  to  his 
business  ;  such  a  reception  made  Mr.  Black 
fear  that  the  return  of  the  absentee  would 
be  a  serious  calamity  for  him. 

Sir  Laurence  at  last  re-entered  the  house, 
and  coolly  asked  if  dinner  were  ready. 
Mrs.  Payne,  with  fear  and  trembling,  placed 
the  apology  for  the  meal  before  him.  He 
frowned.  "  Lay  another  cover,"  he  said, 
"  Lady  Estmere  will  be  here  presently. 
Has  she  not  come  yet  1 " 

Mrs.  Payne  left  him  and  waited  events. 
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There  was  still  much  to  Jo.  It  was  evident 
that  Sir  Laurence  meant  to  stay  the  night  ; 
a  bed-room  must  be  got  ready,  and  to  get  a 
bed-room  ready  after  a  house  had  been  shut 
up  for  more  than  twenty  years  is  no  easy 
task. 

Several  times  they  heard  Sir  Laurence 
leave  the  room,  and  watched  him  go  to 
the  front-door  and  look  up  the  drive  ; 
he  even  went  to  the  gates,  and  gazed  as 
if  expecting  some  one  who  was  to  come 
by  road.  The  servants  began  to  think 
that  Lady  Estmere  w^ould  aj)pear  suddenly 
as  her  husband. 

But  the  night  wore  on  and  she  came  not. 
Sir  Laurence  made  no  further  sign,  Mrs. 
Payne  crept  to  the  floor  of  the  room,  and 
listening,  she  fancied  she  heard  him  talking 
to  himself;  she  grew  frightened,  and  deter- 
mined to  enter  the  room  under  the  pretence 
of  wishing  to  remove  tlie  dinner-things. 
She  opened  the  door,  and  saw  at  a  glance 
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that  the  poor  dinner  had  not  been  touched ; 
and,  moreover,  she  saw  Sir  Laurence,  look- 
ing wild  and  frenzied,  stretching  out  his 
arms  with  passionate  gestures,  and  begging 
and  calling  on  his  wife  to  return  to 
him. 

He  was  quite  delirious  ;  all  they  could 
do  now  was  to  put  him  to  bed  and  send 
for  a  doctor.  Each  of  these  proceedings 
was  a  difficult  matter.  The  first  was 
accomplished,  and  then  poor  ill-used  Mr. 
Black  was  compelled  to  rouse  up  his  weary- 
horse,  harness  him  and  drive  several  miles 
for  medical  assistance.  The  doctor  came 
at  last,  and  asserted  that  Sir  Laurence  was 
suffering  from  brain-fever :  so  far  as  he 
could  see  there  was  no  danger  as  yet, 
although  there  were  symptoms  he  could 
not  quite  account  for. 

Li  the  morning  the  perplexed  Mr.  Black 
bethought  himself  of  telegraphing  to  Mr. 
Grace  ;  it  was  many  miles  to  an  office,  so 
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it  \A'as  not  until  late  in  tlie  day  we  heard 
what  had  happened. 

This  is  an  extended  version  of  Mrs. 
Payne's  account  of  Sir  Laurence  Estmere's 
return  to  his  home.  It  made  both  her 
hearers  feel  very  anxious,  and  as  I  coupled 
his  present  condition  with  his  strange 
behaviour  at  M,onaco,  I  feared  that  the 
strain  of  the  last  few  days  had  unhinged 
my  father's  mind.  I  wished  to  go  to  him 
at  once,  but  Eothwell  decided  it  would 
be  better  to  see  the  doctor  first.  He  was 
in  the  house,  having  by  Mr.  Black's  request 
undertaken  to  stay  the  night. 

Sir  Laurence  was  very  ill,  he  said — he 
was  feverish,  but  the  fever  w^as  not  severe 
enouo'h  to  account  for  his  delirious  and 
strange  state.  The  doctor  was  grieved  to 
be  a  prophet  of  evil,  but  he  feared  there 
w^as  some  mental  injury  ;  whether  its  effects 
would  be  temporary  or  jDermanent  he  could 
not   at   present   say.      One   thing   he   was 
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certain  of;  as  yet  his  patient  was  in  no 
danger ;  we  could  see  liim,  it  would  perhaps 
ease  his  mind  to  find  his  friends  were  about 
him. 

The  doctor  led  us  to  my  father's  room. 
He  lay  with  his  eyes  wide  open ;  they 
looked  dark,  lustrous,  and  eager.  He 
turned  them  to  us  as  we  entered  the  door, 
but  I  fancied  their  gaze  passed  over  me  and 
rested  on  Lord  Eothwell ;  as  his  old  friend 
approached  him  he  raised  himself  in  the 
bed  and  stretched  out  his  hands. 

"  Frank  !  Frank  !  "  he  cried,  "  is  she 
here  ?     Has  she  come  with  you  ?  " 

"  Not  yet,  she  will  soon  come,"  answered 
Rothwell. 

"  Soon  !  how  soon  ?  Why  do  they  keep 
her  from  me  ?  Why  have  I  been  kej)t  from 
her  so  long  ■?  ]\Targaret !  My  love  !  My 
wife  !     Come  before  it  is  too  late  !  " 

He  sank  back  murmurino;  those  last 
words  over  and  over  again, 
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"  My  love,  my  wife,  come  to  me  ! " 

I  went  to  his  bedside  and  took  liis 
hand. 

"Father,"  I  said,   "do  you  know  me?" 

"Yes,  I  know  you — you  are  my  eldest 
son,  but  you  have  been  w^ith  me  all  through 
the  bitter  black  time.  Now  I  want  no  son. 
I  want  my  wife,  my  love  !  Cruel !  Why 
have  they  kept  her  from  me  ?  Dearest,  the 
days  have  been  long — so  long.     Come  !  " 

His  voice  sank  to  a  whisper ;  he  stretched 
out  his  hands  with  a  piteous  appealing 
gesture. 

"  Come,"  he  whispered,  with  a  tenderness 
which  is  indescribable. 

I  rose  and  joined  RothweU. 

"  He  knows  or  remembers  nothinoj  of 
recent  occurrences,"  whispered  RothweU. 
"  You  must  go  and  fetch  your  mother." 

"  Will  she  come  ?  "  I  asked,  as  the  years 
of  cruel  neMect  and  shame  she  had  endured 
rose  before  me. 
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"Go  to  her,  tell  lier  liovv  you  have  left 
him,  how  he  lies  and  calls  for  her.  She 
will  como,  or  she  is  not  the  woman  I  have 
known  so  lono-." 

"  Why  do  you  whisj^er  1  "  cried  my  father. 
"  Frank,  false  friend  !  have  you  taken  her 
away  ?  have  you  hidden  her  ?  You  loved 
her  once.  You  never  told  me,  but  I  knew 
it.  Give  her  back  to  me — give  me  my 
wife  !  " 

Rothwell  went  to  him,  and  laid  his  hand 
on  his  shoulder. 

''  Philip  is  going  to  fetch  her.  Be 
patient." 

"  Who  is  Philip  ?  Let  my  son  go — my 
eldest  son,  Laurence,  who  is  with  you,  I 
have  another  son,  but  he  is  too  young. 
Send  Laurence." 

"  He  shall  go  at  once,  if  you  will  promise 
to  be  patient  and  wait  quietly." 

"Have  I  not  been  patient  and  waited 
for  years — long,  dark  years  ?     My  patience 
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is  worn  out.  Margaret,  my  wife,  have  pity 
on  me  and  come  ?  " 

He  was  beofinnino;  to  show  sig-ns  of  i^reat 
excitement,  but  Eothwell  calmed  liim  by 
repeating  liis  promise. 

"  Go  at  once,  Laurence,"  he  said,  turning 
to  me. 

I  pressed  my  father's  hand  and  kissed  his 
forehead ;  then  I  left  the  room.  Eothwell 
followed  me  very  shortly. 

"  Go  to  bed  and  sleep,"  he  said ;  "  drive 
over  in  the  mornino-  and  catch  the  first 
train.  I  shall  not  see  you  before  you  go, 
I  must  stay  with  your  father." 

"  Let  me  sit  up  with  him." 

"  No  ;  so  lono;  as  he  thinks  you  are  ffoinof 
on  your  errand  I  shall  be  able  to  keep  him 
calm.  Tell  your  mother  all,  and  do  not 
return  without  her.  If  she  can  start  at 
once  you  may  be  here  to-morrow^  eveuiug." 

1  begged  hard  to  be  idlowed  to  see 
my  father  once  more  before  I  started,  but 
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Rotliwell  was  firm.  He  promised  he  would 
cull  me  ill  the  nioriiiiig  and  let  me  know 
how  ho  was. 

When  the  time  for  my  departure  came 
I  was  rejoiced  to  hear  he  seemed  no  worse. 
So  long  as  Rothwell  was  with  him  he  kept 
comparatively  calm ;  so,  hoping  for  the 
best,  I  wont  to  make  known  what  had 
occurred  to  Lady  Estmere,  my  mother. 

She  was  in  Dorsetshire,  staying  with  an 
old  friend.  I  knew  the  name  of  the  place 
and  the  name  of  the  friend,  but  I  had  some 
trouble  in  findino;  out  the  best  route.  As  it 
was,  I  made  a  mistake,  or  was  misdirected, 
and  found  myself  at  ten  o'clock  at  night 
more  than  twelve  miles  from  my  destina- 
tion. With  some  difficulty  I  obtained  a 
conveyance,  but  the  horse  was  tired,  the 
road  was  hilly ;  so  it  was  nearly  midnight 
when  I  stood  before  the  door  of  the  house 
at  Mliich  my  mother  was  a  visitor. 

The  inmates   were   all  gone  to  rest,  but 
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the  importance  of  my  errand  would  not 
admit  of  delay,  or  allow  me  to  stand  on 
ceremony,  even  if  my  own  feelings  would 
have  permitted  me  to  wait  until  the  morning 
before  I  revealed  myself  to  my  mother.  My 
heart  beat  violently  as  I  rang  the  bell  and 
waited  for  the  summons  to  be  answered. 
I  heard  bars  and  bolts  undone,  and  the  door 
opened  about  three  inches.  A  man's  voice 
asked  my  business.  I  told  him  I  must  see 
Lady  Estmere  at  once  on  a  matter  of  great 
moment.  I  gave  my  name  and  was  admit- 
ted, but  not  without  a  careful  inspection. 

The  sleepy  -  looking,  half -dressed  man- 
servant showed  me  into  a  room,  and  after 
lighting  a  candle  went  to  call  Lady  Estmere. 
I  sat  picturing  what  was  to  follow.  She 
came  in  a  very  few  moments.  A  dainty 
dressing-frown  covered  her  from  head  to 
foot.  Her  beautiful  and  striking-looking 
hair  was  uncovered.  The  alarm  she  natur- 
ally felt  gave  her  features  more  animation 
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and  character  than  tlicy  were  wont  to  bear  ; 
never  hail  she  looked  more  sweet  and  lovely 
than  at  this  moment  wlien  I  was  about  to 
tell  her  I  was  her  eldest  son. 

She  came  to  me  hastily.  "  Philip  !  "  she 
said  ;  "  at  this  hour  1  What  has  happened  ? 
Tell  me  !  Valentine — that  shooting " 

"  Valentine  is  quite  well,  dear  Lady 
Estmere,  I  have  not  seen  him,  but  I  heard 
of  him  a  few  days   ago." 

"  Claudine — tell  me.  Don't  keep  me  in 
suspense." 

"  Claudine,  I  hope  and  trust,  is  well." 

''  Thank  God,  you  bring  no  bad  news 
from  Valentine  or  Claudine.  Anything  else 
I  think  I  can  bear.  You  look  agitated — 
you  have  something  to  tell  me  ? " 

"  Please  sit  down,"  I  said,  leading  her 
to  the  sofa.  I  sat  beside  her,  and  still  held 
her  hand.  She  looked  surprised,  but  did 
not  withdraw  it. 

"  Tell  me  what  is  the  matter,"  she  said. 
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Now  I  had  rehearsed  this  scene  many 
and  many  a  time  during  the  last  few  days. 
I  was  anxious  to  break  my  news  gently  ; 
I  had  prepared  all  I  would  say  with  a  view 
to  this  ;  but  now  the  moment  came  words 
and  ideas  seemed  to  desert  me — everything 
was  merged  in  a  great  longing  to  take  my 
mother  to  my  heart,  tell  her  I  would  love 
her  for  ever,  and  beg  her  to  give  me  the 
love  I  had  waited  for  so  lonsf. 

But  I  dared  not  obey  my  longing,  I 
dreaded  the  consequences  of  so  sudden  a 
revelation  ;  I  remembered  the  effect,  it  had 
upon  me,  and  I  was  a  strong  man — my 
mother  a  slio;ht  delicate  woman. 

I  restrained  myself.  "  I  bring  good  news 
and  bad,"  I  said.  "  But  both  are  of  such 
importance  I  'was  obliged  to  disturb  you 
to-night." 

She  looked  at  me  anxiously. 

"Dear  Lady  Estmere,"  I  said,  "how 
shall    I    tell  you  what    has  happened  ?      I 
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come  from  some  one  you  loved  once,  some 
one  who  has  wronged  you  and  would 
atone." 

Her  face  grew  pale.  "  There  are  some 
wrongs  nothing  can  atone  for,"  she  said. 

"  No  ;  they  can  only  be  forgiven.  Lady 
Estmere,  I  come  from  Sir  Laurence,  your 
husband.'^ 

She  said  nothing,  but  tried  to  draw  her 
hand  from  mine. 

"  I  am  the  bearer  of  a  message ;  will 
you  hear  it  ?      A  message  of  peace." 

She  lauo'hed  a  strano-e  little  lauo^h.  She 
drew  her  hand  from  mine  so  quickly  that 
I  could  not  intercept  the  movement.  She 
stood  up  and  looked  at  me. 

"  At  last,"  she  said,  with  bitterness  in 
her  voice.  "  It  comes  at  last ;  after  half 
a  lifetime  of  scorn  he  condescends  to  send 
me  a  message — a  message.  Perhaps  I  shall 
hear  you  add,  a  message  of  forgiveness, 
Mr.   Norris." 
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*'  Far,  far  from  it !      Believe  me,  all   is 
made   clear   to    liim.      He    knows   liow  he 
wronged  you  by  liis  suspicions — knows  lie 
was  the  dupe  of  a  crafty  rogue." 
"He  knows  all  this?" 
"  AIL" 

*'  And  he  sends  you  to  me !  My  God, 
this  is  the  greatest  wrona;  of  all  I  If  I 
have  dreamed  that  one  day  he  would  know 
the  truth,  I  dreamed  also  that  on  that  day 
he  would  come  to  me — that  his  lips  would 
be  the  first  to  tell  me.  Yet  he  sends 
another !  " 

The  scorn  in  her  voice  was  indescribable. 
"  Let  me  explain,"  I  began  eagerly. 
"  Explain  !      Yes,   you   can  explain  why 
Sir    Laurence    Estmere   entrusts    his    com- 
missions to  you,   who,   so   far   as  I   know, 
must   be   a   stranger   to   him." 

How  sweet  she  looked  in  her  anger ! 
How  did  I  refrain  from  telling  all  a  moment 
lonorer  ? 
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"  He  cliose  me  because  I  am,  or  liave 
been,  the  fortunate  instrument  of  making 
all  things  clear  to  him.  Dear  Lady 
Estmere,  I  have  worked  day  and  niglit 
to  get  at  the  truth.  Chance  favoured  me  ; 
a  death- bed  confession  by  a  maid  in  your 
employ  told  me  all  ;  Sir  Laurence  heard 
and  was  convinced." 

Her  voice  grew  icy.  "  I  thank  you,  ]\Tr. 
Norris,  for  your  good  intentions  ;  but  your 
zeal  was  misplaced.  Whatever  you  found 
I  suppose  might  have  been  found  by  Sir 
Laurence  had  he  cared  to  look  for  it.  We 
will  discuss  the  matter  no  more.  I  will 
now  say  good-night— a  bed  shall  be  pre- 
pared for  you." 

She  was  actually  sweeping  from  the  room. 
I  went  after  her  and  cauHit  her  hand. 

"  I  have  other  news — even  strano-er  news." 

My  voice  must  have  betrayed  my 
emotion.  She  turned  and  looked  at  me  in 
wonder. 
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"  1  have  seen  yonr  eldest  son,"  I  said — 
"  Laurence  Estmere." 

She  trembled  and  leant  her  hand  on  the 
table. 

"  Valentine  is  my  son,"  she  said.  "  I 
have  no  other." 

"  Yes,"  I  cried  passionately,.  "  you  have. 
One  who  will  love  you  even  as  Valentine 
loves  you ;  one  who  has  never  known  a 
mother's  love — has  never  known  his  mother 
lived  until  a  few  days  ago.  One  who  from 
his  childhood  has  passed  under  a  false 
name.  Oh,  cannot  you  see  the  truth  ! 
Speak  !  oh,  speak  to  me  ! " 

Her  eyes  were  riveted  on  my  face,  her 
lips  were  trembling  as  though  striving  to 
find  words. 

"Why  do  I  come  from  Sir  Laurence 
Estmere  !"  I  cried.  "Because  Sir  Laurence 
Estmere  and  my  father  are  one — because 
I  am  your  son  1  Oh,  mother,  my 
sweet   mother !   think   even   in   my  earliest 
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childhood  I  can  remember  no  mother's  kiss 
or  love  !  Kiss  me,  my  mother  ;  love  me  and 
bless  me  ! " 

I  threw  my  arms  round  her  and  kissed 
her  pale  face  j)assionately.  It  was  some 
seconds  before  I  was  aware  that  I  embraced 
an  inanimate  form  ;  she  had  fainted. 

I  laid  her  on  the  couch  and  bathed  her 
forehead ;  I  called  for  no  aid,  no  hand  but 
mine  should  touch  her.  Soon  I  heard  her 
breathe  a  deep  sigh,  and  then  her  eyes 
opened. 

I  need  say  but  little  more  of  that  night. 
Hour  after  hour  the  mother  and  son  sat 
together,  in  one  unceasinef  embrace.  Few 
words,  or  coherent  words,  were  spoken. 
The  joy  in  our  hearts  was  too  great  and 
overwhelming  for  speech  ;  so  wondrous,  that 
in  ray  first  transports  of  delight  I  almost 
forgot  that  far  away  lay  a  man  whose  life 
perhaps  hung  on  my  mother's  forgiveness. 

"  Mother,"  I  whispered,   "  sweet  mother, 


VI.]  A    MESSAGE    OF    PEACE.  155 

you  will  come  with  me ;  you  will  come  to 
my  father." 

"I  cannot — I  cannot;  he  must  come  to 
me. 

"  You  will  come,  my  mother.  Shall  I 
tell  you  how  I  left  him  ?  He  is  at  the 
house  from  which  he  drove  you  forth.  He 
is  delirious — he  is  calling  night  and  day 
for  you — you  only.  Come  and  save 
him." 

"  111 — my  husband  ill.  Tell  me,  I  can 
bear  the  worst  now." 

I  could  not  tell  her  all.  That  deadly 
deed  of  justice  must  be  known  to  none  save 
those  who  witnessed  it ;  but  I  told  her  how 
the  revelation  of  the  truth  had,  I  feared, 
unhino;ed  his  mind  :  how  he  had  fled  in  the 
night ;  how  Lord  Rothwell  and  I  found  him 
at  the  Dower  House,  delirious  and  calling 
unceasingly  for  the  wife  he  had  banished 
from  his  side. 

It  was  enoLigli ;  no  argument,  no  appeal 
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was  needed.  Eotliwell  had  predicted  truly  ; 
the  picture  I  dnnv  swept  all  wrong  and 
suffering  from  her  heart.  Had  it  been 
possible  she  would  have  started  at  once 
for  her  husband's  bedside  ;  as  it  was,  it  was 
arranged  that  we  should  commence  our 
journey  the  first  thing  in  the  mornino-. 

Then,  although  I  would  have  sat  all  nio;ht 
enjoying  my  new-found  happiness,  I  insisted, 
that  my  mother  should  tear  herself  from  my 
arms  and  return  to  her  bed. 

Again  and  again  we  said  good  night — 
again  and  again  our  hands  and  lips  met. 
Still  we  lingered,  until  it  became  evident 
that  unless  we  could  consent  to  postpone 
our  transport  until  to-morrow,  the  night 
would  pass  without  rest  to  either.  At  last 
my  mother  led  me  to  the  room  which  had 
been  prepared  for  me,  and,  kneeling  by  my 
bedside  with  my  hand  in  hers,  thanked  God 
that  her  son — her  first-born — had  returned 
to   her ;    thanked   God  that  her  husband's 
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eyes  were  opened,  and  j)rayed  that  days  of 
happiness  might  yet  be  in  store. 

"  You  have  forgiven,  my  mother  ?"  I  asked, 
as  she  rose. 

She  placed  her  lips  to  my  forehead.  "  I 
have  forgiven,  Laurence,  my  son,  I  have 
forgiven.  I  loved  him,  and  I  love  him 
now." 

Then  we  parted.  In  spite  of  the  many 
thoughts  that  crowded  my  mind,  fatigue 
conquered  and  I  slept.  Did  she  sleep  that 
short  night  ?  Could  she  have  slept  with 
the  morrow  before  her  ?  The  morrow  on 
which  she  was  to  meet  again  the  man  v^hose 
stern  fiat  had  condemned  and  driven  her  from 
her  home  and  all  the  brightness  of  her  life  ? 
No,  sleep  must  have  kept  afar.  She  must 
have  lain  picturing  the  coming  meeting, 
living  again  the  past  until  morning  broke 
on  what  might  be  once  more  a  happy  world 
for  her. 

She  was   the    first   to    cjreet   me   in    the 
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morniuof.  She  led  me  to  her  hostess  and 
presented  me  as  lier  eldest  son.  My  heart 
leaped  as  I  knew  she  spoke  the  words  of 
introduction  with  love  and  pride.  A  brief 
explanation  was  given,  and  then  we  started. 

On  that  journey  together  we  were  able  to 
talk  rationally.  I  told  her  how  I  suspected 
Chesham's  villainy  was  at  the  bottom  of  it ; 
how  by  an  accident  I  had  traced  Mrs. 
Merton ;  how  she  had  been  identified  as 
Mary  Williams,  the  lady's-maid.  I  related 
her  horrible  death,  and  how  the  attested 
confession  had  been  wrung  from  her  by  the 
one  redeeming  point  in  her  sordid  nature — 
maternal  love.  And  it  may  be  that  as  I 
looked  at  the  sweet,  long-suffering  woman 
by  me  I  said  harsh  words  of  one  who,  with 
all  his  faults,  liad  always  loved  me — my 
father. 

She  checked  me ;  she  would  not  listen 
to  a  breath  of  disparagement.  Oh,  won- 
drous powder   of  woman's    love !     She    had 
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forgiven  freely,  unreservedly.  He  Lad  Leen 
wronged — even  more  than  herself.  He  had 
suffered  even  more.  Had  he  not,  just  on 
the  brink  of  a  successful,  even  famous 
career,  for  this  resio;ned  his  dreams  of  dis- 
tinction  and  fame  ?  Had  he  not  buried 
himself,  and  for  long  years  hidden  from  the 
world  under  a  false  name  ?  What  was  her 
trouble  to  his  ?  He,  rich,  talented,  honoured, 
to  have  spent  the  prime  of  his  life  in  a  dreary, 
desolate,  forsaken  place  !  What  was  the 
wreck  of  such  a  poor  little  craft  as  hers 
when  compared  to  the  destruction  of  such 
a  noble  frei2:ht  as  his  ? 

Yes,  she  had  foroiven.  She  talked  now 
of  what  he  was  when  he  wooed  her.  The 
handsomest,  briohtest,  cleverest  man  of  all 
she  knew.  She  told  me,  and  as  she  spoke 
the  blush  mantled  her  cheek,  of  the  day 
when  first  she  dared  to  believe  he  was 
seeking  her  love — told  me  of  the  day  when 
their    hands    were    joined,    as    it    seemed, 
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till  life  should  end — told  me  of  the  joy 
which  waited  on  my  birth — on  Valentine's 
birth — and  she  wept  a  little  as  she  thought 
of  what  might  have  been,  and  what  had  been. 

She  had  forgiven,  but  with  one  stipulation 
— Valentine  must  at  once  be  sent  for.  If  he 
were  not  welcome  in  his  father's  house  the 
mother  and  her  son  would  once  more  leave 
it,  never  to  return. 

"  I  shall  love  you,  Laurence,  always,"  she 
said ;  "  but  Valentine  has  been  mine,  and 
mine  only.     He  has  never  left  me." 

I  promised  that  the  next  day  I  would 
fetch  Valentine.  Indeed,  the  delight  I 
anticipated  in  informing  him  of  our  newly- 
discovered  tie  would  have  made  me  do  so 
without  any  urging. 

It  was  dark  before  our  drive  from  the 
railway  to  the  Dower  House  was  at  an  end. 
During  this  part  of  the  journey  my  mother 
was  silent.  Her  hand  held  mine,  and  its 
pressure  told  me  when  any  well-remembered 
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spot  was  past.  She  was  weeping,  I  knew — 
who  could  wonder  at  it  ?  But  she  was 
cahii — far  calmer  than  I  was.  At  last  we 
drove  up  to  the  Dower  House.  She  alighted 
from  the  carriage  with  a  firm  step.  I  threw 
my  arms  round  her  and  kissed  her.  She 
returned  my  embrace,  and  together  we 
passed  into  the  house. 

On  the  way  to  the  Dower  House  we  had 
inc[uired  as  to  the  health  of  my  father,  and 
learned  that  his  condition  was  certainly 
no  worse.  So  our  fears  on  that  score  were 
allayed. 

Lord  Rothwell  was  at  the  door  to  wel- 
come us.  My  mother  drew  her  arm  from 
mine,  and  held  out  her  hand  to  him.  He 
took  it  and  pressed  it  to  his  lips. 

"  Old  friend,"  she  said,  "  your  prophecy 
has  at  last  been  fulfilled." 

He  stooped,  and,  as  a  brother  might  have 
done,  kissed  her  forehead,  whispering  some 
words  I  could  not  catch. 

VOL,  III.  M 
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She  divested  herself  of  her  mantle  and 
bonnet,  she  smoothed  her  beautifid  thiek 
white  hair,  and,  womanlike,  glanced  at  the 
mirror. 

"  Take  me  to  my  husband,"  she  said. 

I  sprang  forward,  but  she  waved  me 
aside,  and  held  out  her  hand  to  Rothwell. 

"  No ;  you,  old  true  friend,  it  is  you  who 
shall  lead  the  wife  back  to  her  husband." 
He  took  her  hand,  and  with  old-fashioned 
courtliness  led  her  up-stairs.  I  did  not 
fijrudiie  him  the  boon.  In  his  face  I  could 
see  that  he  was  now  reaping  the  reward  of 
years  of  faith  and  trust,  lie  was  leading 
the  woman  he  loved  to  the  friend  he  loved. 

I  followed.  The  door  opened.  They 
passed  through  ;  she  left  Lord  Rothwell's 
side  and  glided  to  the  bed.  My  father 
lay  there,  sleeping  calmly. 

She  clasped  her  hands  and  gazed  at 
him,  then  she  turned  to  Rothwell,  with  an 
inquiring,    eager   look.      He    nodded.     She 
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bent  over  the  sleeper,  and  her  lips  touched 
his  forehead. 

His  eyes  opened.  He  raised  his  head,  and 
with  a  rapturous  cry  of  joy,  threw  his  arms 
around  her.  He  drew  her  face  to  his  and 
covered  it  with  fierce  kisses. 

"  Margaret !  my  sweet — my  wife  !  So 
many  years — dark  and  dreary  !  Cruel ! 
Cruel  1 " 

These  were  the  broken  ejaculations  we 
heard ;  but,  strange  to  say,  no  entreaty  for 
pardon  ;  no  avowal  of  wrong  done  to  the 
woman  he  loved ;  no  attempted  excuse  ; 
only  a  kind  of  bitter  sorrow  that  fate  had 
treated  the  two  so  harshly,  mingled  with 
passionate  love.  And  she,  she  asked  no 
more.  Her  arm  went  round  his  neck ; 
she  laid  her  face  on  the  pillow  beside  his. 
Her  white  hair  mingled  with  his  grey  locks. 
Her  cheeks  lay  against  his,  and  I  heard  her 
sweet  voice  whispering  words  of  love  and 
soothing  endearment. 

M  2 
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Rotliwell  took  my  arm.  The  tears  were 
streaming  from  liis  eyes  and  his  voice 
broken  by  emotion. 

"It  is  enough,"  he  said,  "  let  us  leave 
them  so." 

We  crept  from  the  room  and  closed  the 
door  behind  us.  Such  a  meeting  as  this 
was  too  sacred  for  even  a  son  to  witness  ; 
but  I  felt  that  until  life  was  ended  nothing 
would  again  part  Sir  Laurence  Estmere  and 
his  wife. 

I  was  very  anxious  to  see  Rothwell  alone 
and  hear  his  opinion  of  my  father's  state 
of  health.  On  some  points  it  reassured 
me ;    on  others  left  me  uneasy. 

"  There  is  little  amiss  bodily,"  he  said. 
"In  a  day  or  two  I  believe  he  will  be  up 
again,  as  strong  as  ever.  But  so  far  as 
I  can  see,  there  is  something  strange, 
mentally.  He  seems  to  have  adopted  the 
idea  that  since  he  parted  with  your  mother, 
she  has  been  kept   from    him  against   his 
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will.  At  times  he  speaks  as  if  Le  had 
been  a  prisoner  for  many  years — only  now 
released.  He  begs  me  never  to  speak  of 
the  dark  past  during  which  he  was  so 
unhappy.  He  wishes  to  blame  no  one, 
he  says ;  but  he  has  been  cruelly  treated. 
As  soon  as  his  wife  returned  he  would 
forget  it  all.  However,  in  a  few  days 
we  shall  see  how  he  is." 

"  But  Chesham — J\Ionaco — the  duel,  does 
he  say  nothing  of  these  ?  " 

"  Not  a  word ;  I  believe  all  that  was 
done  in  a  kind  of  dream,  and  is  now 
foro;otten.  He  seems  to  infer  that  he  left 
Torwood,  fled  secretly  at  night,  and  came 
straio;ht  here  to  find  his  wife.  His  recol- 
lection  of  what  has  really  happened  is,  I 
am  sure,   quite   distorted." 

"  It  may  be  so  much  the  better,"  I  said. 

"We  will  hope  so,  that  he  will  re- 
commence life  as  one  emerging  from  a 
long  illness.     Any  way,   we  can  hope   for 
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the  best,  and  trust  your  mother  to  forgive, 
and  let  thiiif>;s  be  as  he  wishes  to  thirdv 
them,   or  as  they  seem  to  liim." 

We  sat  talking  for  an  hour  or  two,  and 
then   my  mother  joined  us. 

"  He  is  sleeping,"  she  said,  "  so  I  crept 
away  to  say  good-night."  |; 

There  was  a  look  of  ineffable  happiness 
on  her  face — a  look  I  had  never  yet  seen 
there.  Eothwell  inquired  how  she  left 
the  patient. 

"  He  is  calm  and  peaceful,"  she  said. 
Then  she  turned  to  me,  and  embracing; 
me  whispered,  "  My  son,  he  is  your 
father,  and  once  more  my  own  dear 
husband." 

"  To-morrow  I  shall  fetch  Valentine," 
I  said,  as  I  returned  her  caress.  She 
thanked  me  by  a  look,  and  hurried  back 
to  the  room  which  she  was  loth  to  quit 
for   even    a   second. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

BROTHERS. 

The  Dower  House,  Estmere  Court,  and 
Rotliwell's  place  are  situate  on  the  three 
points  of  an  equal-sided  triangle,  so  I  was 
within  easy  riding  distance  of  Valentine. 
The  thoufditful  Mr.  Black  had,  as  soon 
as  Laurence  returned,  sent  over  a  horse  and 
man,  thinkinor  such  articles  miu'ht  come  in 
usefid  when  illness  was  in  a  house.  So  in 
the  morning  I  mounted  and  rode  away  to 
look  for  my  brother. 

It  was  perfectly  delicious  to  picture  his 
surprise  when  I  should  tell  him  the  strange 
news ;  and,  eager  to  enjoy  it,  I  pricked  on 
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as  fast  as  I  could,  reaching  Mirfield  about 
noon. 

Valentine  and  Lord  Tvotliweirs  other 
guests  were  out  shooting,  but,  as  I  ascer- 
tained where  they  were  to  meet  the 
luncheon-basket,  I  should  have  no  dilii- 
culty  in  finding  them.  It  w^as  not  very 
far  away,  so  after  stabling  Mr.  Black's  horse 
I  walked  across  to  the  place.    • 

They  were  all  there,  Valentine,  Stanton, 
and  Vigor,  vigorously  engaged  in  satisfying 
the  healthy  appetite  produced  by  a  morning's 
sport.  No  one  saw  me  till  I  was  in  the 
midst  of  the  party.  Then  all  sprang  to 
their  feet  and  bade  me  a  vociferous,  hearty, 
but  astounded  w^elcome. 

But  it  was  Valentine's  hand  I  grasped  the 
first,  and  held  the  longest,  glad  to  find  that 
my  grasp  was  returned  with  all  the  cordiality 
of  yore.  Perhaps  my  sudden  appearance 
made  him  forget  that  our  last  parting  was 
not  of  the   friendliest  description  ;    perhaps 
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lie  guessed  that  I  liad  come  to  explain  wliat 
seemed  so  strange  to  him.  Any  way,  he 
welcomed  me  M-ith  all  his  native  frankness. 
Then  I  shook  hands  with  my  other  friends. 

"Philip  Norris  !  Captain  Philip!"  cried 
Vigor  and  Stanton  simultaneously,  "  what 
the  deuce  brings  you  here  ? " 

"  Philip,"  continued  Stanton,  "  you  can 
give  us  some  tidincjs  of  our  noble  host.  If 
he  has  ffone  to  Pataejonia  or  Africa,  he  has 
perhaps  left  word  how  long  we  are  to  run 
this  establishment  of  his,  and  who  is  to  take 
the  command.  I  sha'n't ;  I  know  nothing 
about  conductinor  a  household." 

"  We'll  look  after  it  off  and  on  till  the 
shooting  is  over,"  said  Vigor,  "  then  leave 
it  to  its  fate." 

"  Haven't  you  heard  from  him  V  I  asked. 

"  Not  a  line  :  not  a  teleo;ram.  He  went 
off  in  a  hurry.  Said  he  must  go  to  town  ; 
impossible  to  say  how  long  he  should  be 
away.     We  must  all  stop  and  do  just  as 
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we  liked  ;  tlie  limited  resources  of  tlie  estab- 
lishment were  placed  at  our  entire  disposal. 
He  hadn't  time  to  shake  hands  with  us, 
althoufrh  1  believe  he  w^anted  to  kiss  Valen- 
tine,  or  bless  him,  or  something.  What 
peculiar  charms  he  sees  in  a  fellow  who 
can't  shoot  straight  I  don't  know." 

•''  What  nonsense  !  "  cried  Valentine. 
"  But  where  is  he,  Philip  ?  Did  he  come 
back   with   you  ■?  " 

"  No  ;  but  I  saw  him  in  town  a  few  days 


ago." 


"  All  rigjht,  was  he  '?  " 

"  Quite  ;  sent  me  down  to  look  after  you." 

"  So  Ion  Of  as  there's  nothino;  the  matter 
with  him  we  are  content.  I  went  down 
into  the  cellar  yesterday.  There's  enough 
Pommery  left  to  last  us  till  next  season. 
We  shall  raanao^e  all  rio;lit.  Now  sit  down, 
Philip,  and  have   some  food." 

Althou2:h  I  was  burnino;  to  tell  Valentine 
the  news,  I  thou2;ht  it   better   to   defer  it 
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until  after  liincli.  I  sat  clown  and  joined 
the  merry  party.  The  laughter  and  jokes 
did  me  good — it  seemed  years  since  I  had 
indulged  in  any  merriment. 

All  took  it  for  ""ranted  that  I  had  come 
down  for  shooting  purposes,  and  Stanton  re- 
joiced that  now  they  would  be  able  to  have 
a  decent  rubber  of  an  evening;.  Valentine 
inquired  after  Claudine,  and  seemed  surprised 
to  hear  I  had  not  seen  her  for  so  long. 

Lunch  was  over  ;  cigars  were  lit,  and  the 
men  lounged  about  preparatory  to  resuming 
their  sport. 

"  Now,"  said  Vigor,  who  being  town-bred 
was  by  far  the  most  enthusiastic  sportsman 
of  the  party,  "  time's  up  ;  let  us  go  to  work 


again." 


"  Where's  your  gun,  Philip  ? "  asked 
Stanton. 

"  I  didn't  come  out  to  shoot.  I  came  to 
see   Valentine." 

"  Well,    you've    seen   him.      He's    more 
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beautiful  tlian  ever.  All  the  fiirmers'  wives 
aud  daugliters  liang  about  trying  to  catch  a 
glimpse  of  him,  I  shot  the  feather  out  of 
a  young  woman's  hat  the  other  morning. 
She  was  peeping  at  him  through  the  trees. 
I  mistook  her  head-gear  for  a  pheasant." 

"  Considering  the  date,  such  a  confession 
speaks  well  for  your  conscientious  observ- 
ance of  the  game-laws,"  said  Valentine. 

I  told  him  I  w^anted  to  see  him  on 
business,  and  asked  him  to  walk  back  to 
the  house  with  me.  He  readily  consented, 
and  we  went  away  arm-in-arm,  leaving  our 
friends  complaining  of  our  desertion. 

Valentine  was  in  the  highest  spirits.  He 
laughed  and  jested;  poured  out  a  flood  of 
questions  as  to  where  I  had  been,  what  I 
had  been  doinor.  He  marvelled  at  hearino- 
I  had  stayed  so  long  in  a  dull  place  like 
Surbury.  He  shook  his  head  warningly 
when    he    found    I   had    recently   returned 
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from   Monaco,     "  I   hate  to    hear   of  your 
gambling,  Philip,"  he  said. 

"  But  I  won — twenty  thousand  francs." 

"  I  don't  care.  You  are  too  o-ood  a 
fellow  to  gamble." 

Valentine  always  grew  serious  on  this 
point.  No  doubt  the  thought  of  my 
exploits  reminded  him  of  my  objectionable 
connection  with  his  foe. 

"  I  hope  Chesham  did  not  accompany 
you,"  he  said. 

"No,  I  went  with  Rothwell." 

"AVent  with  Rothwell!  What  took 
Rothwell  there  ? " 

"A  whim,  I  suppose.  We  heard  of 
Chesham  at  the  tables." 

'*  Of  course  you  did.  I  hope  he  was 
ruined." 

"  He  was,  literally.     A  day  or  two  after- 
wards  they  found  him  lying   by  the    sea, 
shot  through  the   heart." 
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"  Chcsham  ?  Dead  !  —  Dead  without 
speaking — witliout  retracting  his  lies  !  " 

"Yes,  his  end  Avas  a  fittino^  one." 

*'  And  you  say  that,  yet  called  yourself 
his  friend  ! "  He  sj^oke  with  a  touch  of 
sarcasm  in  his  voice. 

"  I  never  called  myself  his  friend.  I 
was  much  with  him  at  one  time,  for 
certain  reasons — reasons  you  ought  to 
guess.  One  of  the  things  I  came  here  for 
to-day  is  to  make  everything  clear  to 
you  and  receive   your   love  and  friendshi]) 


ao-ain." 


He  stretched  out  his  hand.  "  It  has 
never  left  you,  Philip.  I  tried  to  throw 
you  away,  but  I  could  not.  We  are  too 
dear    to    each  other." 

"  You  love  me  like  a  brother,  Valentine  ? " 

"  Like    a    brother !      That    would   be    a 

poor    compliment.      I     know    nothing    of 

brothers,     I  will  love  you  as  David  loved 

what's  his  name." 


VII.]  BROTHERS.  175 

"Now,  tel]  me   your  business,"  he  con- 
tinued after  a  few  moments   silence. 

"  Wait  till  we  are  indoors ;  I  can  tell 
you  better  there." 

We  reached  the  house.  Valentine  led 
the  way  to  the  smoking-room.  As  I  looked 
at  him  I  felt  that  he  was  a  brother  to  be 
proud  of — a  son  a  father  should  glory  in. 
His  tall,  well-formed  fi2;ure  :  his  lic^ht, 
elastic  step  ;  his  bright  hair  and  eyes ;  his 
whole  sunny,  gay  appearance  ;  together 
with  that  irresistible  charm  of  address, 
made  me  wonder  whether,  after  enjoying 
so  many  years  the  foremost  place  in  my 
father's  affections,  I  should  not  now  have 
to  yield  it  to  this  new  son. 

He  threw  himself  into  a  chair  and  took 
a  cigar.  "  Now,  Philip,  fire  away,  I  am  all 
attention.  Although  I  can  guess  what  you 
are  going  to  say,  the  time  is  come  when, 
cruel  fathers  notwithstanding,  you  and 
Claudine  have  fixed  the  day.     Am  I  right  ?  " 
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"  Never    further    from   it.      Don't   light 
your  cigar ;    you  won't   smoke  it  yet." 

He  looked  at  me  in   surprise.     lie  saw 
I  was  not  jesting. 

"  You    have    something    serious   to   talk 
about." 

"  Yes,  so  serious  that  I  don't  know  how 
to  begin." 

He  waited  my  pleasure. 
"  Valentine,"    I    began,   "  I    have    come 
from  your  mother." 

"  My  mother.     She  is   not  ill  ?  " 
"No,   qnite  well.     But   she   sent  me  to 
you." 

"  I  never  thought  of  asking  you  about 
her.  She  was  in  Dorsetshii^e  a  day  or 
two  ago.  I  did  not  think  it  possible  you 
could  have  met  her.  What  does  she 
want  ? " 

"  She  wants  you  to  come  to  her,  at  once. 
To  come  back  with  me." 

"  Of  course  I  will,   dear  woman.     It  is 
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ao-es   since   I   saw  her.     AVe  will  start  to- 
morrow." 

"  No  ;  to-day.     I  must  tell  you  slie  left 
Dorsetshire  with  me  yesterday." 

"  You   frighten    me,    Philip.      You   look 
so  grave   and  mysterious.     Tell   me  again 
she  is  well  and   happy." 
"  Both." 

"  Where  is  she — in   London  ?  " 
"  No.     She  is  only  twenty  miles  away. 
Can  you  not  guess  where  ? " 

The  truth,  or  something  like  it,  came 
to  him.  His  face  showed  signs  of  strong 
excitement.  His  eyes  were  fixed  on  mine 
as  thouojh  strivino"  to  make  sure  before 
he  put   his  thoughts  into  words. 

"  At  Estmere  Court  ?  "  he  whispered. 
"  No.     But  the  very  next   thing  to   it. 
At   the  Dower  House." 

"Then  Sir  Laurence  Estmere  is  dead?" 
"  Your  father  and  mother  are  together." 
His  surprise   was  unbounded. 

VOL.   III.  N 
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"  Tell  me  all — everything  !  "  he  cried. 
"  She  cannot  have  stooped  so  low  as  to 
have  gone  back  as  soon  as  he  beckoned 
her.  Without  reparation  and  atonement. 
fSuch  wrongs  as  hers  could  not  permit  that." 

"  I  know  little  of  what  has  passed  be- 
tween them,  all  I  know  is  that  her  innocence 
is  completely  proved." 

"  It  never  needed  proof,"  said  Valentine, 
scornfullv.      '' But  tell  me  all." 

"  I  can  only  tell  you  very  shortly  now. 
Since  that  day  we  visited  Estmere  Court 
toojether,  I  vowed  that  I  would  o;et  at  the 
truth.  That  was  why  I  affected  friendship 
for  Chesham.  The  clue  came  by  accident. 
I  followed  it  to  the  end,  and  brought  such 
evidence  to  Lord  Rothwell  that  he  could 
lay  it  before  your  father  with  the  certainty 
of  sweeping  every  doubt  from  his  mind.  I 
can  say  no  more  at  present.  Your  mother 
is  at  the  Dower  House,  and  you  must  go  to 
her  immediately." 
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He  made  no  reply.  He  sat  twistinor 
something  nervously  between  his  fingers. 
For  a  while  he  remained  in  deep  thought. 

"  Does  he  ;  does  my  father  wish  me  to 
come  ?  "  he  asked  at  length. 

"  Certainly  he  does,"  I  said  boldly.  "  He 
is  ill,  and  your  mother  is  nursing  him." 

"Then  I  will  obey  my  mother.  Yet, 
how  little  I  thouo-ht  that  I  should  2:0  to 
that  man  the  moment  he  wished  it." 

"  Of  course  you  will  go  to  him.  Happy 
days  are  coming,  Valentine,  for  all  of  us." 

He  paused,  then  asked,  "  What  is  he 
like  ?     Have  you  seen  him  ? " 

"  I  have  seen  a  great  deal  of  him  lately. 
Valentine,  let  me  entreat  you  to  get  rid  of 
all  prejudices.  Wait  till  you  meet  your 
father.  In  a  week's  time  you  will  love  him 
dearly." 

"  Never,  I  am  afraid ;  but  I  will  do  my 
duty.  But  how  strange  it  all  seems  !  How 
strange     that     you,     Philip,     should     have 

N  2 
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brought  this  about !     It  was  a  happy  day 
for  me  when  I  first  met  you,  Philip." 

"  And  happier  for  me,  when  all  is  known. 
If  I  give  you  anything,  you  give  me  more." 

His  mind  was  too  much  disturbed  to 
notice  any  hidden  meaning  in  my  last  words. 

"  When  shall  we  start  ?  "  he  asked.  "  How 
shall  we  get  over  there  ? " 

"  I  have  a  horse.  You  must  get  some- 
thing to  carry  you.  Roth  well  told  me 
there  were  horses  here." 

"  Is  Rothwell  with  my  mother  ?  " 

*'  Yes,  waiting  for  you.  But,  Valentine," 
I  said,  "  there  is  some  one  else  you  ought  to 
ask  for.  Have  you  nothing  to  say  about 
your  brother  ?  " 

His  brow  grew  dark.  "  Nothing  ;  I  will 
forgive  my  father,  because  he  is  my  father, 
and  my  mother  forgives  him.  I  will  try  to 
love  him.  But  between  my  brother  and 
myself  there  can  be  nothing  in  common.  I 
will  neither  see  nor  speak  to  him." 


m 
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"You  cannot  help  yourself.  You  liave 
already  done  so." 

"  Unwittingly  then." 

"  Yes ;  shall  I  tell  you  more,  Valentine  ? 
You  have  both  seen  and  spoken  to  your 
father." 

"  Where  ?  Tell  me,  Philip.  Do  not  make 
any  more  mysteries.'*' 

He  had  not  the  faintest  idea  of  my 
meanino;.  He  thoug;ht  that  he  must  have 
encountered  his  father  and  his  brother 
somewhere  in  society.  He  was  as  unpre- 
pared for  the  revelation  as  I  was  when 
Rothwell  came  to  me  in  the  dinins^-room 
at  Torwood. 

"  You  saw  and  talked  to  your  father  that 
morning  when  you  were  sketching  on  the 
moor — the  day  you  left  Torwood." 

He  would  not  understand.  I  could  not 
have  believed  Valentine  was  so  dense. 

"  What  are  you  talking  about,  Philip  1 
It  was  your  father  I  saw." 


182  LIVING    OR   DEAD.  [ciup. 

"  Yes,  it  was  my  father,  and  yours, 
Valentine  !  A^alentine,  we  shall  not  be  the 
less  friends  because  we  are  brothers  ! " 

I  took  both  his  hands  and  wruno-  them. 

"  But  you  are  Philip  Norris,"  he  cried. 

"  Not  after  to-day.  If  Sir  Laurence 
Estmere  chose  to  hide  himself  for  years 
under  the  name  of  AVilliam  Norris,  now 
that  he  once  more  takes  his  ri<i;ht  name  I 
can  take  mine — Laurence  Estmere  ;  your 
brother,  Valentine." 

I  have  no  very  clear  recollections  of  what 
followed.  All  I  know  is  that  Valentine 
was  shaking  my  hands,  walking  round  me, 
embracing  me,  and,  I  believe,  kissing  me. 

"  Brothers  ! "  he  said  over  and  over  again, 
"  you  and  T  brothers !  Philip,  it  is  too 
delightful !  Your  mother  mine — my  father 
yours  !  AVhy  did  you  keep  it  secret  ?  You 
mio;ht  have  trusted  me  !  " 

It  was  some  time  before  he  could  be 
made  to  understand  that  until  a  few  days 
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a,o-o  I  was  as  mucli  in  the  dark  as  himself. 

O 

That  our  meeting,  our  friendship,  my  dis- 
covery of  Chesham's  conspiracy  all  took 
place  witliout  my  imagining  that  I  was 
in  any  way  related  to  the  Estmere  family, 
or  that  I  had  any  claim  to  that  long  line 
of  ancestors  whose  portraits  at  the  Court 
moved  me  to  envy  Valentine  his  lineage. 
I  had  to  tell  him  the  whole  story  from 
beoinnins:  to  end.  He  listened  and  won- 
dered.     Then  he  took  my  hand. 

"  Our  father  and  mother  reconciled  !  The 
brother  I  hated  and  wished  to  avoid, 
Philip  Norris  !  Chesham  dead  !  You  were 
at  Monaco,  Philip — did  you  shoot  him  ?  " 

He  asked  the  last  question  fiercely. 

"  No,"  I  replied.  "  I  went  to  do  so,  but 
was  forestalled." 

"  I  am  glad  you  went  to  do  it,  and  I  am 
clad  there  was  no  need  of  it.  Yes,  Philip 
— Laurence,  brother  and  friend,  happy  days 
are  coming.     Let  us  start  for  our  home." 
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Wc  loft  tliu  house  and  went  round  to  the 
stables.  There  was  a  doer-cart  and  a  set  of 
harness.  We  installed  Mr.  Black's  horse  in 
these,  and  in  a  few  moments  started  for 
home. 

Two  miles  along  the  road  we  came  upon 
Stanton  and  Vigor.     They  stopped  us. 

"  Now,  where  are  you  fellows  going  to  ?  " 
asked  Stanton.  "  If  you  think  you  are 
going  to  walk  Valentine  off  you  are  much 
mistaken,  Philip." 

"  Is  it  a  secret  ?  "  whispered  Valentine 
to  me. 

"Not  the  slightest,"  I  answered. 

Valentine  leaned  down  to  his  friends. 

"  Stanton,  Vigor,"  he  said,  "  let  me 
introduce  you.  This  is  my  elder  brother — 
Laurence." 

The  two  men  stared  at  one  another. 
Vigor  shook  his  head  mournfully. 

"  The  sun  wasn't  very  hot,"  he  said, 
"  but  some  heads    are   unusually  soft   and 
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easily  affected  by  a  sunstroke.  Don't  wait, 
Philip,  drive  on  to  the  doctor's  as  soon  as 
possible." 

"  It  may  be  liquor,"  suggested  Stanton. 
"  Two  boys  like  tliis  should  not  be  trusted 
alone." 

"This  is  my  brother  Laurence,"  said 
Valentine  with  dignity ;  "we  are  going 
to  join  my  father  and  mother  at  the 
Dower  House." 

Stanton  whistled ;  Viiror  held  out  his 
hand  and  caus^ht  Valentine's. 

"Is  it  true  ? "  he  said,  turning  to  me. 

"  Quite  ;  my  ftither,  known  for  so  long 
as  William  Norris,  turns  out  to  be  the 
missing  Sir  Laurence.  I  think  our  troubles 
are  all  over.  Rothwell  is  with  us — I  dare 
say  he  will  run  over  and  see  you  to-morrow. 
He  will  explain  all.  Good-bye — our  time 
is  short." 

The  two  men  congratulated  us  heartily. 
They  knew  enough   of  our  histories  to  l)e 
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able  to  dovetail  the  facts  and  arrive  at  a 
right  understanding  of  the  situation.  We 
wished  them  a  merry  adieu. 

"  Stop  a  minute,"  said  Vigor,  "  here's  the 
boy  with  the  game-bag.  Chuck  it  into  the 
cart.  When  a  family  returns  to  a  house 
shut  up  for  twenty  years,  tlie  commissariat 
is  apt  to  hitch.  Tlie  birds  may  come  in 
usefid." 

"  And  that  Valentine  has  such  a  -devil 
of  an  appetite,"  added  Stanton. 

Valentine  rejoined  with  his  usual  gaiety, 
and,  followed  by  good  wishes,  we  drove 
off,  leaving^  our  friends  with  enouQ-h  to 
talk  about  until  they  should  see  us  again. 

My  mother  was  at  the  door  to  welcome 
us.  It  must  have  been  her  native  kindness 
and  grace  which  made  her  turn  first  to  her 
eldest  son. 

"At  last!"  she  whispered.  "Husband, 
wife,  and  children  under  one  roof!  Ah, 
me  !   How  happy  I  am  !  " 


viii.]  AFTER    LONG    YEARS.  187 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

AFTER    LONG    YEARS. 

AVhether  my  father's  malady  was  mental 
or  bodily,  liis  recovery,  so  far  as  we  could 
see,  was  a  rapid  one.  In  a  very  fevv''  days 
all  anxiety  was  at  an  end.  He  was  able 
to  leave  his  room  and  take  out-of-door 
exercise.  Indeed,  I  was  able  to  assure  my 
mother  that  of  recent  years  I  had  never 
seen  him  look  better. 

I  was  not  present  at  the  first  interview 
he  had  with  Valentine.  My  brother  told 
me  he  called  him  to  his  side  and,  holding 
his  hand,  expressed  his  delight  at  finding 
his  son  such  a  credit  to  his  race.  He 
spoke    most    affectionately,    and    expressed 
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bitter  regret  that  a  cruel  misfortune  should 
have  compelled  them  to  remain  strangers 
for  so  long.  Tlie  future  should  make  up 
for  the  past.  His  words  were  sweet  and 
kind,  but  yet  were  invested  with,  a  certain 
dignity  which  for1)ade  his  youngest  son 
to  pass  judgment  on  what  had  occurred. 
Valentine  left  his  presence,  pleased,  but 
puzzled. 

"  It  seems  to  me,"  he  said,  "  he  cannot, 
or  will  not,  recall  anything  that  has 
happened.  But  he  was  very  kind,  and 
he  is  certainly  a  man  one  is  glad  to  call 
father." 

Now  that  he  was  convalescent  and  about 
again,  Valentine  saw  a  great  deal  of  him, 
more  than  any  one,  save  my  mother.  She 
was  never  away  from  his  side,  but  Valentine 
was  generally  on  the  other.  For  a  while 
I  was  completely  out  in  the  cold.  But 
I  murmured  not.  I  was  too  happy  to 
feel  discontent. 
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As  I  predicted,  in  a  few  days  my  father 
had  made  a  conquest  of  his  younger  son. 
Any  natural  embarrassment  which  may  have 
existed  at  first  vanished.  In  a  very  short 
time  Valentine  was  quite  at  liis  ease,  and 
rattling  out  his  airy  opinions  of  men  and 
things  as  if  the  two  had  been  acquainted 
all  their  lifetime.  I  felt  that  my  father 
could  not  have  a  better  companion  to  chase 
any  morbid  regret  wdiich  might  still  be  left 
in  his  mind.  In  charge  of  Valentine  and 
my  mother  I  might  with  a  clear  conscience 
leave  him. 

Roth  well  had  departed — gone  to  gladden 
the  hearts  of  Vigor  and  Stanton,  and  make 
excuses  and  amends  for  his  unceremonious 
absence.  Soon  I  began  to  think  it  time 
to  follow  his  example,  and  look  after  an 
important  piece  of  self-interest,  which  I 
had  of  late  shamefully  neglected. 

I  had  written  to  Claudine  and  apprised 
her   of  the    extraordinary   turn    of    affiiirs. 
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I  refrain  from  giving  my  letter  or  liCj^ 
reply,  because,  as  before  stated,  this  is  not 
a  love  -  tale.  I  can  only  say  that  the 
manner  in  which  she  congratulated  nie  on 
my  success  and  new  prospects,  and  the 
flatterino;  commendation  she  bestowed  on 
what  she  was  pleased  to  call  my  cleverness, 
made  me  most  anxious  to  hear  her  lips 
repeat  the  pleasant  phrases.  My  mother 
making  no  objection,  I  went  away  on  my 
ao;reeable  errand. 

Claudine  was  still  at  Cheltenham  wdth 
her  military  ex-guardian  and  his  -sister.  I 
laughed  to  myself  as  I  walked  up  to  the 
house,  although  I  felt  terribly  nervous  at 
the  thought  of  once  more  being  focuss^d 
by  the  General's  abnormal  spectacles.  I 
prepared  a  suitable  apology  for  my  ill- 
behaviour  on  a  previous  occasion,  and 
trusted  the  old  soldier  would  forgive  and 
foro-et. 

I  asked  for  Miss  Neville,  and  was  shown 
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into  the  drawing-room,  redolent  of  san deal- 
wood  work-boxes  and  other  strangely- 
scented  ornaments.  In  a  minute  Claudine 
was  in  my  arms. 

After  our  first  rapturous  greetings  we 
sat  down  on  one  of  the  General's  elaborately 
carved  but  very  comfortable  Bombay  sofas, 
and  I  was  praised,  petted,  and  scolded  for 
my  long  absence  to  my  heart's  content. 
Then  I  was  made  to  relate  the  whole  story. 

Claudine  cried  for  joy  when  she  heard 
of  her  aunt's  reconciliation  to  her  husband ; 
so  full,  so  complete.  She  was  delighted 
to  hear  that  Valentine  and  his  father  were 
bidding  fair  to  become  such  friends.  As 
to  the  change   in  my  own  circumstances — 

"  That  matters  little,"  she  said.  "  I 
loved  PhiHp  Norris — I  shall  love  Laurence 
Estmere." 

For  which  assertion  I  thanked  her  in  the 
only  possible  way. 

"  Now,"  she  said,  "  I  must  not  stay  here 
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alone  witli  you  any  longer ;  altliougli  you 
are  my  first  cousin,  I  must  send  for  the 
General  and   Aunt   Selina." 

I  groaned.     "What  shall   I  do?" 

"  Do !  Nothing,  but  receive  their  con- 
gratulations. I  told  the  General  a  few 
days  ago  that  my  engagement  with  that 
Mr.  Norris  was  at  an  end ;  and  that  I 
was  going  to  marry  my  cousin,  Valentine's 
brother.  He  looks  upon  me  as  rescued 
from  ruin,   and  you  as  my   saviour  ! " 

The  General  and  his  sister  appeared,  and 
I  was  duly  presented.  I  quailed  as  the 
eye-glass  came  to  the  aid  of  those  dreadful 
spectacles ;  but  as  the  bearer  of  these 
optical  aids  was  most  friendly  and  cordial, 
I  ventured  to  hope  I  had  escaped  recog- 
nition. Selina  knew  me  again.  I  could 
tell  it  by  her  look.  But  as  I  found  after- 
wards that  Claudine  had  taken  her  into 
her  confidence  that  mattered  nothing. 

General    Gore   invited   me  to  dine  with 
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him.  It  was  a  pleasant  dinner,  except  for 
the  fearful] y  hot  inQ-redients  of  some  of  the 
dishes.  CLiudine  should  liave  warned  me 
Avhat  to  avoid.  I  felt,  as  I  emptied  the 
water-bottle  at  my  side,  that  a  few  years 
of  such  a  peppery  diet  woukl  make  me  as 
Jiverless  and  heartless  as  mv  host  himself ; 
Avhen  a  man  can  browse  on  red  and  o-reen 
chilies,  he  must  be  beyond  hope. 

After  dinner  the  General  cons^ratulated 
me.  He  knew  my  father  at  one  time,  and 
was  deli2:hted  to  hear  he  had  emero-ed  from 
his  mysterious  retirement  and  seclusion. 
Then  he  favoured  me  with  some  advice  on 
the  marriao-e  state,  which,  considering-  he 
was  a  confirmed  bachelor,  was,  no  doubt, 
very  valuable.  He  likened  a  wife  to  a 
regiment.  She  should  be  governed  with  a 
firm  but  gentle  hand ;  should  be  led,  not 
followed.  Small  requests  which  did  not 
interfere  with  discipline  should  be  acceded 
to.     There   were  many  little  matters  which 
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seemed  trilliiia;  to  a  colonel,  bat  wliieli  were 
to  the  regiment  of  the  utmost  importance. 
So  it  was  between  husband  and  wife.  Give 
way  in  little  things,  be  firm  in  great  ones. 

This  was  also  good  advice ;  but,  unfor- 
tunately, the  General  was  famous  as  having 
been  the  greatest  martinet  of  his  day  ! 

I  looked  as  grateful  as  1  could ;  but 
my  gratitude  was  not  assumed  when  he 
pro|)osed  to  join  the  ladies. 

"  By  the  bye,  Mr.  Estmere,"  he  said  as 
W'C  rose,  "it  is,  of  course,  no  secret  from 
you  that  Claudine  was  entangled  into  an 
engagement  which  is  now  happily  at  nn 
end.  The  young  man  was  a  needy  adven- 
turer, sir — an  adventurer  !  " 

1  told  him  that  Claudine  had  fully 
confided  in  me. 

"  A  young  man  without  a  mother — and 
whose  father  was  abroad — Norris,  he  called 
himself — a  Devonshire  Norris.  Did  you 
ever  hear  of  a  Devonshire  Norris  ?  " 
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"  Xot  that  I  remember." 

"  No  —  nor  anybody  else.  Hanipsliire 
Korrises,  Middlesex  Norrises — never  was  ca 
Devonshire  Norris." 

As  I  did  not  contradict  him,  he  led  the 
way  to  the  drawing-room. 

"  I  have  been  asking  Mr.  Estmere,  Selina," 
he  said,  "if  he  ever  heard  of  a  Devonshire 
Norris.       He   agrees    with    me — there    are 


none." 


He  felt  that  this  parting  cut  was  due  to 
Claudine.  I  caught  her  eye,  and  it  needed 
all  my  powers  of  self-control  to  keep  from 
lauohino-  aloud. 

I  stayed  at  Cheltenham  for  a  week  ; 
durini]:  which  Claudine  and  I  settled  the 
month,  if  not  the  day,  when  we  were  to  be 
married.     Then  I  went  back  to  Derbyshire. 

I  saw  very  little  of  my  father  and  mother. 
Whilst  I  w^as  absent,  they  had  settled  upon 
fi;oinfi;  abroad  for  two  or  three  months. 
They   were    to    go   alone.     Even  Valentine 
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was  not  to  accompany  them,  Liit  wlicii 
they  came  back  they  were  to  come  back 
to  Estmere  Court. 

I  told  tliem  what  I  liad  arranged  with 
Chiiidinc.  My  father  assented  to  my 
W'islies,  as  tliouo;h  the  matter  had  been 
foreseen  all  along.  He  only  stipulated  that 
Estmere  CWrt  should  be  our  home.  If  I 
should  have  preferred  commencing  house- 
keeping on  my  own  account,  I  dared  not 
hint  at  such  a  thing — in  my  case,  my 
mother's  appealing  eyes  would  have  turned 
the  scale. 

So  they  left  us.  My  mother,  in  spite  of 
her  snow-white  hair,  lookinii:  as  hiir  as  a 
bride,  bound  on  her  honeymoon.  I  told 
her  so,  and  she  blushed  as  vividly  as  a 
young  girl  might  blush. 

Valentine  and  I  were  commissioned  to  see 
that  evervthino;  at  Estmere  Court  was  in 
readiness  for  their  return.  We  spent  many 
delightful  days  in   our  future  home.     We 
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revelled  in  the  long-liiclden  treasures  wliicli 
were  brought  to  light,  and  carefully  checked 
off  on  a  l)ulky  inventory  brought  down  by 
one  of  Mr.  Grace's  young  men.  Cabinets 
of  the  rarest  porcelain,  chests  of  exquisite 
old  plate,  hundreds  and  hundreds  of  price- 
less treasures  accumulated  by  a  long  line  of 
men  of  taste.  To  watch  all  these  brous^lit 
out  of  their  hiding-places,  and,  at  the  com- 
mand and  pleasure  of  a  gentleman  sent 
from  London  for  the  purpose,  arranged  in 
their  proper  stations  in  cabinets,  was  indeed 
a  labour  of  love  to  Valentine  and  to  me. 

There  was  an  immense  amount  of  work 
to  be  done  before  Estmere  Court  could  be 
put  in  proper  trim  to  receive  its  master ; 
but,  as  no  expense  need  be  spared,  we  hoped 
that  all  would  be  ready  when  the  wanderers 
returned  from  the  Continent. 

They  did  return  in  two  months'  time,  but 
only  stayed  in  England  for  a  couple  of  days. 
They  came  back  to  my  wedding. 
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Claiuliiio  and  I  were  married  very  quietly 
at  Cheltonliam,  and  tlion  went  off  for  a  loua: 
ramblino;  deliixlitful  lionevmoon,  moving 
from  place  to  place  at  our  own  sweet  will, 
and  with  no  purpose  except  to  enjoy  our- 
selves. When  we  thought  we  had  neiilefted 
our  friends  at  home  as  long  as  we  dared  we 
turned  our  faces  to  our  new  home,  Estmere 
Court. 

Valentine  is  the  first  to  welcome  us ;  he 
meets  i.s  on  the  road,  and  rides  back  at  the 
side  of  the  carriage.  We  reach  the  Court, 
and  on  the  broad  terrace  I  see  my  father 
and  mother  standing,  as  noble  and  fair 
types  of  a  middle-aged  English  gentleman 
and  lady  as  may  well  be  met  with.  Her 
hand  rests  on  his  arm,  and  he  looks  at  her 
with  an  expression  of  intense  love  on  his 
handsome  face.  His  eyes  light  up  as 
Valentine,  who  has  preceded  us,  springs 
from  his  horse  and  takes  his  station  at  his 
side  ;  but  as  he  grasps  my  hand,  and  in  his 
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sweet,  grave  manner  bids  me  and  my  bride 
welcome  home,  there  is  a  L^ok  in  his  eyes 
which  tells  me  that  I  am,  if  anything, 
dearer  to  him  than  in  those  days  when  1 
was  his  only  associate  in  that  wind-swept, 
solitary  house  on  the  wild  Devonshire  coast. 

I  have  brought  my  tale  to  a  close.  All 
that  has  happened  since  bears  nothing 
worthy  of  record.  Some  years  have  passed 
since  I  was  instrumental  in  bringing  my 
mother  back  to  the  husband  she  loved. 
Valentine  has  married  well  and  happily. 
If  he  does  not  ply  his  brush  so  keenly  as 
of  old,  his  name  is  well  known  in  the  art 
world.  He  is  the  same  sweet,  bright  fellow 
as  of  old,  and  the  news  that  he  is  about  to 
pay  a  visit  to  Estmere  Court  is  welcome  to 
all  its  inmates.  Now  that  he  can  fully 
gratify  it,  his  passion  for  jewellery  is 
waniiiGf-  The  rimrs  which  made  his  hands 
glorious  are,  for  the  most  part,  resigned  to 
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Ills  wife.  Spoil  given  up  to  the  conqueror, 
lie  says,  lie  lias  not,  so  far  as  I  know,  a 
care  in  life.  Amply  provided  for,  oecu})ied 
sufficiently  to  make  time  pass  pleasantly, 
loving  and  beloved,  Valentine  bids  fair  to 
live  the  life  of  a  tlioroughly  happy  man. 

Hothwell  made  one  more  journey,  wrote 
one  more  book ;  then  retired  on  his  laurels. 
He  has  done  up,  and  in  a  fashion  refurnished 
Mirfield,  but,  after  all,  he  spends  more  time 
at  Estmere  Court  than  at  home.  He  is 
essentially  the  friend  of  the  family,  always 
welcomed  when  he  arrives,  regretted  when 
he  de]3arts. 

There  is  no  Lady  Eothwell ;  and  to  the 
best  of  my  belief  there  will  be  none.  His 
title  will  die  with  him,  and  he  will  leave 
his  broad  lands  to  Valentine — but  may  that 
day  be  far  distant. 

For  myself  and  Claudine,  1  need  say  little. 
We  love  each  other,  and  are  blessed  with 
children.      I    have    my   ambitions— 1   have 
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had  some  success,  and  liope  for  more.     But 
all  this  has  nothing;  to  do  witli  this  tale. 

I  will  not  forget  to  say  that  I  kept  my 
23romise  to  the  dying  woman,  Mrs.  Merton. 
Although  I  did  not  care  to  see  them  again, 
and  although  I  kept  the  source  of  their 
supplies  a  secret,  the  Ijoy  and  girl  were 
looked  after  until  the  latter  married,  and 
the  former  was  placed  in  a  fair  way  of 
earnino:  a  good  liviuo;. 

Lastly,  my  father  and  mother.  I  must 
speak  of  them  together.  It  is  impossible 
now  to  dissociate  them.  Claudine  cites  his 
tenderness  and  devotion  to  my  mother  when- 
ever she  is  pleased  to  accuse  me  of  neglecting 
anything  due  to  her  as  my  wife.  If  the 
aftermath  can  atone  for  the  ruined  harvest, 
my  mother  will  call  her  life  a  happy  one. 
He  seems  unable  to  bear  her  absence  for  an 
hour.  It  is  only  when  she  is  with  him  that 
his  smile  is  a  perfectly  happy  one.  H<'r 
every  wish  is  forestalled,  her  every  thought 
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;iiiticipatc(l,  Everytliing  must  be  Joiic  for 
hvv  comfort  and  delight.  ITo  will  not  ontor 
public  life  because  its  duties  would  take  him 
from  her  side.  In  the  struixii'le  for  such 
fame  1   am  to  be  his  dele2:ate. 

J>ut  he  is  Avidelv  known  for  all  thnt. 
His  pen  can  be  plied  without  tearing  him- 
self from  his  wife's  side.  His  keen  and 
trenchant  articles  are  given  places  of  honour 
in  great  reviews.  His  scientific  researches 
are  embodied  in  journals  which  stamp  them 
as  of  importance.  If  he  ever  returns  to 
London  life,  he  will  find  himself  honoured 
and  courted. 

Yet,  passionatel}"  devoted  as  he  is  to 
his  wife,  I  know  that  no  word-exi>laininsj;, 
excusino-  or  entreating^  foro;iveness  for  the 
past  has  ever  crossed  his  lips.  Whether 
this  is  caused  by  pride,  shame,  or,  as  I 
sometimes  fear,  by  some  strange  mental 
disorganization,  making  many  years  of  his 
life  like  a  hideous,  blurred  dream.  I  cannot 
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say.  To  Valentine,  to  Rotliwcll,  not  a  word 
has  he  said.  Even  to  me  he  has  never 
spoken  of  the  years  we  spent  together — 
father  and  son — alone.  Yet,  to  all  appear- 
ances, his  intellect  is  as  keen  and  memory 
as  retentive  as  of  old.  Chesham's  name 
he  has  never  breathed.  He  does  not  know 
that  Eothwell  and  I  witnessed  that  fearfid 
act  of  justice.  I  verily  believe  that,  during 
the  time  he  was  takino-  his  reveno;e,  he 
knew  nothing,  that  he  acted  as  a  somnam- 
bulist might  have  acted,  that  the  tragedy 
faded  from  his  memory,  or  that  it  had  never 
been  fully  impressed  on  it.  Roth  well  and 
I  talked  it  over,  and  came  to  the  conclusion 
that  only  two  people  in  the  world  knew 
the  i^articulars  of  Chesham's  fate.  Sir 
Laurence  Estmere,  tliouoh  accountable  for 
it,  knew  nothing  of  what  his  hand  had 
done. 

Seeing  with  what  strange  persistence  he 
avoided  the  past,  on  my  own  responsibility 
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I  dismantled  and  shut  up  Torwood.  Mrs. 
Lee  Avas  pensioned  off.  I  would  willingly 
have  found  her  a  post  of  trust  at  Estmere 
Court,  but  feared  her  presence  might  be 
unwelcome   to   my   father. 

But  it  is,  of  course,  impossible  for  a  man 
to  say  that  he  will  forget  twenty  years  of 
his  life.  In  my  father's  position  there  is 
much  business  to  be  attended  to  and  talked 
about.  Mr.  Grace  and  Mr.  Black,  the 
agent,  were  bound  to  speak  of  things  which 
had  occurred  at  such  and  such  a  date  ;  my 
father  at  times  was  compelled  to  do  the 
same.  He  speaks  of  that  interregnum  as 
when  he  was  out  of  his  senses — incapable 
of  managing  his  own  affairs.  These  remarks 
have  been  repeated,  and  it  is  confidently 
believed  throughout  the  county  that  for 
many  years  Sir  Laurence  Estmere  was  an 
inmate  of  a  lunatic  asylum. 

What  he  believes  himself  I  dare  not  think 
or  say.      On  this  point,  even  to   me,  wdio 
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watcli  and  study  liim,  lie  is  a  riddle.  Can 
it  be  false  pride  wliicli  forbids  liim  to 
speak  or  think  of  the  past  ?  Can  it  be 
that  be  has  reasoned  with  himself  and 
decided  his  wrong  was  as  great  as  his  wife's  ? 
Or  can  it  be  that  some  stranofe  state  of  the 
brain,  which  culminated  in  that  attack  of 
delirium,  has  actually  brought  about  for- 
o;etfulness  of  things,  the  recollection  of  which 
would  have  been  torture  and  pain  to  such 
a  sensitive  nature  ?  It  is  a  problem  I  have 
not  yet  solved. 

Problem  or  not,  there  is  one  who  seeks 
no  explanation — who  is  content  that  no- 
thing: more  shall  be  said — who  bears  her 
happiness  as  calmly  and  sweetly  as  she 
bore  her  wrono-s.  If  she  is  content,  the 
state  of  my  father's  mind  concerns  no  one 
else.  Mad  or  sane,  he  is  her  husband, 
dearer  to  her  now  than  even  in  the  days 
of  their  first  love. 

We  live   a  quiet  life  at  Est  mere  Court. 
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My  father  and  luother  feci  that  tlie  frJends 
of  thoir  yoiitli  liavc  drifted  out  of  siolit,  and 
they  have  now  ariived  at  that  age  when 
new  friendsliij).s  are  rarely  made.  My 
father's  position  in  the  county  coni})els  him 
to  mix  to  a  certain  extent  in  society.  The 
obligations  of  courtesy  are  amply  fulfilled, 
and  there  the  matter  ends. 

There  are  times  when  I  watch  him 
anxiously — when  I  feel  that  if  the  past 
is  obliterated  or  forced  aside,  its  traces 
are  still  left.  Even  now  he  is  scarcely  past 
the  prime  of  life,  yet  in  many  things  he 
is  an  old  man.  I  notice  a  change  every 
time  I  return  to  Estmere  Court  after  an 
interval  of  absence,  and  my  heart  feels  sad, 
as  something  tells  me  that  many  years  will 
not  elapse  before  my  father  and  mother 
must  bid  each  other  adieu  for  ever — when 
the  treasure  saved  at  last  from  the  wreck 
of  their  former  happiness  must  be  assigned 
— when  I  shall   see  that  sweet,  grave  face 
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smile  no  more  —  when  tliose  eyes  wliicli 
have  always  looked  on  me  with  love  shall 
be  closed  for  ever. 

God  grant  that  I  deceive  myself  !  The 
day  which  makes  me  Sir  Laurence  Estmere 
will  be  the  darkest  and  bitterest  day  my 
life  has  known. 


THE    END. 


Richard  Clay  and  Sons, 

bread  street  hill,  lokdon, 

Bungay,  Suffolk. 


Bedford  Street,  Covent  Garden,  London. 

March,  1886. 
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Edited,  with  Notes,  by  William  Bk.nham,  D.D.     (Globe  Readings    Edition.) 

Gljbe  Svu.     li". 
LETIERS   Ob"  WILLIAM   COWPER.      Edited,  with  Introduction,  by  Rev. 

W11.LIA.M  Bii.Nii.\M,  B.D.,  F.S.A.,   Rector  rf  St.  Edmund  the  King,  Lombard 

SirecL      iSmo.     4^.  6ii.     (Golden  Trcisury  .Series.) 
SELECITONS  FROM  COWPER'S  POEMS.     With  an  Introduction  by  Mrs. 

Olifhani-.     iSnio.    4^.  6d.    (Golden  Treasury  Series.) 

CRANE.— THE  SIRENS  THREE.  A  Puem.  Written  and  Illustrated 
by  Walter  Crane.     Royal  8vo.     iqs.  6d. 

CRANE— GRIMM'S  FAIRY  TALES:  A  Selection  from  the  Household 
Stories.  Translated  from  the  Germcui  by  Lucy  Cra.ne,  and  done  into  Pictures 
by  Walter  Crane.     Crown  8vo.     6f. 

CRANE  (LUCY).— LECTURES  ON  ART  AND  THE  FORMATION 
OF  TASTE.  By  Lucv  Crane.  With; Illustrations  by  Tuo.mas  and  Walter 
Cka.ne.     CrownSvo.     6s. 

CRANE  (T.  F.)— ITALIAN  POPULAR  TALES.  By  Thomas  Frederick 
Crane,  A.M.,  Professor  of  the  Romance  Languages  in  Cornell  University. 
Demy  3vo.     14J. 

CRAWFORD— Works  by  F.  Mario.v  Crawford. 

MR.  ISAACS.     A  Tale  of  Modern  Indi.a.     Crown  8vo.     4^.61^. 

DOCTOR  CLAUDIUS.     A  True  Story.     Crown  8vj.     i,s.  6d. 

A  ROMAN  SINGER.     Crown  Svo.     4i.  Od. 

ZOROASTER.     Crown  Svo.     6j. 

A  TALE  OF  A  LONELY  PARISH.     Two  Vols.     Globe  Svo      icr. 

DAHN. — FELICITAS.  ATale  of  the  German  Migrations,  a.u.  476.  By  Felix 
Dahn.     Tianslated  by  M.  A.  C.  E.     Crown  Bvo.     4.1.  td. 

DANTE  ;    AN  ESSAY.     By  the  Very  Rev.  R.  W.  Church,  D.C.L.,  Dean  of 
Si.  P.aurs.     With  a  Translation  of  the  "  De  Monarchia."     By  F.  J.    Church, 
Ciown  Svo.     (>s. 
THE  "DE  MONARCHIA."    Separately.     Svo.     ^s.  6d. 
THE  PURGATORY.     Edited,  with  Translation  and  Notes,  by  A.  J.  Butler, 

M.A.     Crown  Svo.     I2i.  6d. 
THE  PARADISO.   Edited,  with  a  Translation  and  Notes,  by  A.  J.  Builer,  MA. 
Crown  Svo.     12J.  td. 
DAY. — Works  by  the  Rev.   Lal  Behari  Day: 

BENGAL  PEASANT  LIFE.     New  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 
FOLK.-TALES  OF  BENGAL.     Crown  Svo.     4.?.  dd. 

DEMOCRACY — An  American  Novel.     Crown  Svo.     4^.  6d. 

DE    MORGAN    (MARY).— THE  NECKLACE  OF   THE  PRINCESS 

FIORIMONDE,  and  other  Stories.     With  25  Illustrations  by  Walter  Crane. 

Extra  fcap.  Svo.     bs. 

*,*  ALo  an  Edition  printed  by  Messrs.  R.  and  R.  Clark,  on  hand-made  paper,  the 

plates,  initial  letters,  head  and  tail  pieces  bein:^  printed  on  Indi.in  paper  and  mounted 

in  the  te.\t.     Fcap.  4I0.     Thb  Elitio.^j  is  Li.vuted  to  o-.'e  Hu;-;dred  CoFias. 

DEUTSCHE     LYRIK        By   Dr.    Buchhbim.     (Golden  Treasury  Series.) 

iSmo.     \s.  6d. 
DICKENS'S  DICTIONARY  OF  PARIS,  1885.   An  Unconventional 

Handbook.     With  Maps,   Plans,   Sic.     i8mo.     Paper  cover,  i*.     Cloth,  is.  6d. 
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DICKENS'S  DICTIONARY  OF  LONDON,  1885.  (Fifth 
Year.)  An  Unconventional  Handbook.  With  Maps,  Plans,  &c.  i8mo.  Paper 
cover,  IS.     Cloth,  i.s.  6J. 

DICKENS'S  DICTIONARY  OF  THE  THAMES,  1885.    An 

Unconventional  Handbook.     With  Maps,  Plani,  &c.     Paper  cover,   i.f.     Cloth. 
I  J.  6k/. 

DICKENS'S  CONTINENTAL  A.B.C.  RAILWAY  GUIDE. 

Published  on  the  first  of  each  Month.     i8mo.     is. 

DICKENS'S     DICTIONARY    OF      THE     UNIVERSITY 

OF  OXFORD.     1885-1886.     x8mo.  paper  cover,     is. 

DICKENS'S     DICTIONARY     OF     THE     UNIVERSITY 

OF  CAMBRIDGE.     1885-1886.     iSnio.  paper  cover,     is. 

DICKENS'S    DICTIONARY    OF    THE    UNIVERSITIES 

OF  OXFORD  AND  CAMBRIDGE.     In  One  Volume.  i8mo.     Cloth.     2s.  6J. 

DILLWYN    (E.   A.).— JILL.     By  E.  A.  Dillwyn.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

DOYLE.— THE  RETURN  OF  THE  GUARDS,  and  other  Poems.  By  Sir 
Francis  Hastings  Doyle,  late  Fellow  of  All  Souls'  College,  Oxford.  Crown 
8vo.     7^.  6d. 

DRYDEN.— POETICAL  WORKS  OF.  Edited,  wiih  a  Memoir,  by  W.  D. 
Christie,  M.A.     (Globe  Edition.)    Globe  8vo.     3^.  6</. 

DUFF  (GRANT).— MISCELLANIES,  POLITICAL  and  LITERARY 
By  the  Right  Hon.  M.  E.  Grant  DifFK.     8vo.     10s.  6 J. 

EBERS. — Works  by  Dr.  Gkorg  Ebers. 
THE  BURGOMASTER'S  WIFE;  a  Tale  of  the  Siege  of  Leyden.     Translated 

by  Ci.ARA  Bell.     Crown  8vo.     4^.  6ii. 
ONLY  A  WORD.     Translated  by  Clara  Bell.     Crown  8vo.     ^s.  6J. 

ELBON.— BETHESDA.     By  Barbara  Elbon.     New  Edition.     Crown  8vo. 

6s. 
EMERSON  —  THE    COLLECTED    WORKS    OF    RALPH    WALDO 

EMERSON.     Uniform  with  the  Everslev  Edition  of   Charles   Kmgsley's 

Novels.     Globe  8vo.,  price  ^s.  each  volume. 


1.  MISCELLANIES.  With  an  Intro- 

ductory Essay  by  John  Morley. 

2.  ESSAYS. 

3.  POEMS. 


4.  ENGLISH  TRAITS:  AND  RE- 

PRESENTATIVE MEN. 

5.  CONDUCT    OF   LIFE  :     AND 

SOCIETY  and  SOLITUDE. 

6.  LETTERS:  SOCIAL  AIMS.  &c. 


ENGLISH  ILLUSTRATED  MAGAZINE,  THE.  Profusely 
Illustrated.     PubUshed  Monthly.     Number  I.,  October,  1883.     Price  Sixpence. 

YEARLY  VOLUMK,  1884,  consisting  of  792  closely-printed  p.iges,  and  contain- 
ing 428  Woodcut  Illustrations  of  various  size^.  Bound  in  extra  cloth,  coloured 
edges.     Rpyal  8vo.     js.  dd. 

The  Volume  for  1885.     A  Handsome  Volume,  consisting  of  840  closely  printed 
pages,  containing  nearly  500  Woodcut  Illustrations  cf  various  sizes,  bound  in 
extra  cloth,  coloured  edges.     Royal  8vo.     8j. 
Cloth  Covers  for  binding  Volumes,  is.  6d.  each. 

ENGLISH  ILLUSTRATED  MAGAZINE,  THE.  PROOF 
IMPRESSIONS  OF  ENGRAVINGS  ORIGINALLY  PUBLISHED  IN 
THE  ENGLISH  ILLUSTRATED.     In  Portfolio,    kij. 


8 


BELLES    LETTRES. 


ENGLISH  MEN  OF  LETTERS.     Edited  by  John  Mokley. 

8vo.  2^.  (id.  each. 


Crown 


JOHNSON,     r.y  Leslib  Stephe.v. 
SCOTT.     By  R.  H.  Hutton. 
GIBBON.    By  J.  Cotter  Morison. 
SHELLEY.     By  J.  A.  Symonds. 
HUME.     By  T.  H.  Huxley,  F.R.S. 
GOLDSMITH.  By  William  Black. 
DEFOE.     By  W.  Minto. 
BURNS.     By  Principal  Shairp. 
SPENSER.    By  the  Very  Rev.  R.  W. 

Church,  Dean  of  St.  Paul's. 
THACKERAY.  By  Anthony  Tkol- 

LOPK. 

BURKE.    By  John  Morlky. 
MILTON.     By  Mark  Pattison. 
HAWTHORNE.  By  Henry  James 
SOUTHEY.    By  Professor  Dowden. 
CHAUCER.     By  A.  W.  Ward. 
COWPER.    By  Goldwin  Smith. 
BUNYAN.     By  J.  A.  Froude. 
LOCKE.     By  Prof.  Fowler. 
BYRON.     By  Prof.  Nichol. 

[Other  Volumes  to  follow.] 


WORDSWORTH.  By  F.W.H.  Myers. 
DRYDEN.     By  George  Saintsbury. 
LANDOR.     By  Prof  Sidney  Colvin. 
DE  QUINCEY.     By  Prof.  Masso.v. 
CHARLES  LAMB.    By  Rev.  Alfred 

AiNGER. 

P.ENTLEY.    By  Prof.  R.  C  Jebb. 
CHARLES    DICKENS.     By   A.   W. 

Ward. 
GRAY.    By  Edmund  Gosse. 
SWIFT.     By  Leslie  Stephen. 
STERNE.     By  H.  D.  Traill. 
MACAULAY.  By  J.  Cotter  Morison. 
FIELDING.    By  Austin  DoBsoN. 
SHERIDAN.     By  Mrs.  Oliphant. 
ADDISON.     By  W.  J.  Courthope. 
BACON.      By  the  Very   Rev.   R.   W. 

Church,  Dean  of  St.  Paul's. 
COLERIDGE.     By  H.  D.  Traill. 
KEATS.     By  Sidney  Coi.viN. 

\_Iii  the  press. 


ENGLISH   STATESMEN. 

Under  the  above  title  Messrs.  Macmillan  &  Co.  beg  to  announce  a  series  of  short 
biographies,  not  designed  to  be  a  complete  roll  of  famous  Statesmen,  but  to  present  in 
historic  order  the  lives  and  work  of  those  leading  actors  in  our  affairs  who  by  their 
direct  influence  have  left  an  abiding  mark  on  the  policy,  the  institutions,  and  the 
position  of  Great  Britain  ameng  States. 

The  following  list  of  subjects  is  the  result  of  careful  selection.  The  great  move- 
ments of  national  history  aie  made  to  follow  one  another^in  a  connected  course,  and 
the  series  is  intended  to  form  a  continuous  narrative  of  English  freedom,  order,  and 
power.     The  fjllowing  Volumes  are  in  preparation  : — 


WILLIAM  THE  CONQUEROR. 
By  Edward  A.  Free.man,  D.C.L. , 
LL.D.  [/«  the  jfress. 

HENRY  II.    By  Mrs.  J.  R.  Green. 

EDWARD     I.        By     Frederick 

Pollock. 
HENRY    VII.        By    J.     Cotter 

Morison. 
WOLSEY.    By  Prof.  M.Creighton. 


ELIZABETH.      By  the  Very  Rev.  the 

Dean  of  St.  Paul's. 
OLIVER  CROMWELL.  By  Frederic 

Harriso.n'. 
WILLIAM  III.     By  H.  D.  Traill. 
WALPOLE.     By  Leslie  Stephen. 
CHATHAM.     By  J.  A.  Froude. 
PITT.     By  John  Morley. 
PEEL.     By  J.  R.  Thursfield. 


EVANS. — Works  by  Sebastian  Evans. 
BROTHER   FABIAN'S    MANUSCRIPT,  AND   OTHER   POEMS.      Fcap 

8vo.     6i. 
IN  THE  STUDIO:    A  DECADE  OF  POEMS.    E.ttra  fcap.  8vo.     s^- 

FAIRY   BOOK.      By  the  Author  of   "  John  Halifax,  Gentleman."     (Golden 
Tre.isury  Scries.)     iSmo.     4s.  td. 
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FAWCETT.— TALES  IN  POLITICAL  ECONOMY.  By  Millicent 
G.  Fawcett,  Author  of  "  Political  Economy  for  Beginners."    Globe  8vo.     3*. 

FAY. — MUSIC  STUDY  IN  GERMANY.  From  the  Home  Correspondence  of 
Amy  Fay,  with  a  Preface  by  Sir  GEORGE  GROVE,  D.C.L.,  Director  of  the 
Royal  College  of  Music.     Crown  8vo.     4^.  dd. 

FL E MING. — Works  by  George  Fleming. 
VESTIGIA.     New  Edition.     Globe  8vo.     ■zs. 
A  NILE  NOVEL.     New  Edition.     Globe  8vo.     2s. 
MIRAGE.     A  Novel.     New  Edition.     Globe  8vo.     2^. 
THE  HEAD  OF  MEDUSA.     New  Edition.     Globe  8vo.    2^. 

FO'C'S'LE  YARNS.— Including  "BETSY  LEE"  AND  OTHER 
POEMS.    Crown  8vo.     ys.  6d. 

FORBES.— SOUVENIRS  OF  SOME  CONTINENTS.  By  Archibald 
Forbes,  LL.D.     Crown  8vo.     6^. 

FRASER-TYTLER.— SONGS  IN  MINOR  KEYS.  By  C.  C.  Fraser- 
TvTLER  (Mrs.  Edward  Liddell).     Second  Edition.     iSmo.     6s. 

FREEMAN. — Works  by  E.  A.  Freeman,  D.C.L.,  LL.D.,  Regius  Professor  of 

Modern  History  in  the  University  of  Oxford. 
HISTORICAL     AND      ARCHITECTURAL     SKETCHES  ;      CHIEFLY 

ITALIAN.     With  Illustrations  by  the  Author.     Crown  8vo.     10s.  6d. 
SUBJECT  AND  NEIGHBOUR  LANDS  OF  VENICE.     Being  a  Companion 

Volume  to  "Historical  and  Architectural  Sketches."  With  Illustrations.    Crown 

Svo.     10^.  6d. 
ENGLISH  TOWNS  AND  DISTRICTS.     With  Illustrations.     Svo.     14*. 

GARNETT.  —  IDYLLS  AND  EPIGRAMS.  Chiefly  from  the  Greek 
Anthology.     By  Richard  Gaknett.     Fcap.  8vo.     2j.  6d. 

GEDDES.— FLOSCULI  GRAECI  BOREALES  SIVE  ANTHOLOGIA 
GRAECA  ABERDONENSIS.  Coutexuit  GULIELMUS  D.  GEDDES. 
Crown  Svo.     6s. 

GILMORE.— STORM  WARRIORS;  or,  LIFE-BOAT  WORK  ON  THE 
GOODWIN  SANDS.  By  the  Rev.  John  Gilmore,  M.A.,  Vicar  of^St. 
Luke's,  Lower  Norwood,  Surrey,  Author  of  "The  Ramsgate  Life-Boat,"  in 
"  Macmillan's  Magazine."     Second  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

GLOBE    LIBRARY. — Globe  8vo.     Cloth.     3J.  6^.  each. 
SHAKESPEARE'S  COMPLETE  WORKS.    Edited  by  W.  G.  Clark,  M.A., 

and  W.  Alois  Wright,  M.A.,  of  Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  Editors   of   the 

"  Cambridge  Shakespeare."     With  Glossary. 
SPENSER'S  COMPLETE  WORKS.     Edited  from  the  Original   Editions  and 

Manuscripts,  by  R.  Morris,  with    a  Memoir  by  J.  W.   Hales,  M.A.     With 

Glossary. 
SIR  WALTER  SCOTT'S  POETICAL  WORKS.     Edited  with  a  Biographical 

and  Critical  Memoir  by  Francis  Turner  Palgrave,  and  copious  Notes. 
COMPLETE  WORKS    OF    ROBERT   BURNS.— THE    POEMS,    SONGS. 

AND  LETTERS,  edited  from  the  best   Printed  and   Manuscript  Authorities. 

With  Glossarial   Index,  Notes,   and  a   Biographical    Memoir  by  Alexander 

Smith. 
ROBINSON  CRUSOE.     Edited  after  the  Original  Editions,  with  a  Biographical 

Introduction  by  Henkv  Kingsley. 
GOLDSMITH'S   MISCELLANEOUS  WORKS.       Edited,   with  Biographical 

Introduction  by  Professor  Masson. 
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GLOBE  LIBRARY- -condnited 

POPE'S  POE  riCAL  WORKS.      Edited,  with  Note'^  and  Introductory  Memoir, 

by  Adoli'hus  William  Ward,  M.A.,  Kclluwof  St.  Peter's  College,  Cambridge, 

and  Professor  o(  History  in  Owens  Coilef^o,  Manchester. 
DRYDEN'S  POETICAL  WORK.S.      Edited,   with  a  Memoir,   Revised  Te.xt, 

and    Notrs,  by  W.   D.  CiiKiSTiu,  M.A.,  of  Trinity  College,    Cambridge. 
COWPER'S    POETICAL    WORKS.      Edited,    withl  Notes    and    Biographical 

Introduction,  by  Rev.  William   IJuNiiwt,  B.D. 
MORTR    D'ARTHUR.— SIR    THOMAS     MALORY'S    BOOK   OF    KING 

ARTHUR  AND  OK  HIS  NOBLE  KNIGHTS  OF  THE  ROUND  TABLE. 

The  original  Edition  of  Ca.xio.v,  revised  for  Modern  Use.     With  an  Introducti  n 

by  Sir  Edward  Strachev,  Bart. 
THE  WORKS  OF  VIRGIL.      Rendered  into  English  Prose,  with  Introductions-, 

Notes,    Running  Analysis,  and    an    Index.        By    James  Lonsdale.    M.A., 

late  Fellow  and   Tutor  of  Balli.d   College,  Oxford,  and  Classical   Professor  in 

King's  College,  London  ;  and  Samuel  Lee,  M.A.,  Latin  Lecturer  at  University 

College,  London. 
THE  WORKS  OF  HORACE.    Rendered  into  English  Prose,  with  Introductions. 

Runnmg  Analysis,    Notes  and    Index.     By    James    Lonsdale,    M.A.,  and 

Samuel  Lee,  M.A. 
MILTON'S    POETICAL    WORKS,  Edited,  with    Introductions,  by  Professor 

Mass  ON. 

GOETHE'S  REYNARD  THE  FOX. -Translated  into  English  by 
A.  Douglas  Ainslie.    Crown  8vo.  [/«  the  press. 

GOETHE'S  FAUST.  Translated  into  English  Verse,  with  Notes  and 
Preliminary  Rem.arks,  by  John  Stuart  Blackif,  E.R.S.E.,  Emeritus  Professor 
of  Greek  in  the  University  of  Edinburgh.     Crown  3 vo.    9.1. 

GOLDEN"  TREASURY     SERIES.— Uniformly  "printed    in  iSmo,, 

with  Vignette  litles  by  J.  E.  Millais,  R.A.,  T.  Woolner,  W.  Holman  Hunt, 

Sir  Noel   Paton,  Akthur    Hughes,  &c.       Engraved  on    Sleel   by  Jeens, 

Stodart,  and  others.    Bound  in  extra  cloth,    ^s.  6d.  each  volume. 
THE    GOLDEN   TREASURY    OF   THE    BEST  SONGS  AND  LYRICAL 

POEMS  IN  THE  ENGLISH  LANGUAGE.     Selected  and  arranged,  with 

Notes,  by  Francis  Turner  Palgrave. 
THE  CHILDREN'S   GARLAND    FROM  THE    BEST   POETS.  ,  Selected 

and  arranged  by  Coventry  Pat.moke. 
THE  BOOK  OF  PRAISE.     From  the   best  English  Hymn  Writers.     Selected 

and  arranged  by  Earl  Sbleorne.     A   Netv  and  Euiarg-ed  Edition. 
THE  FAIRY  BOOK  ;  the   Best  Popular  Fairy  Stories.     Selected  and  rendered 

anew  by  the  Author  of  "  John  Halifax,  Gentleman." 
THE  BALLAD  BOOK,      A  Selection  of  the  Choicest  British  Ballads       Edited 

by  William  Allingham. 
THE    JEST    BOOK.     The    Choicest  Anecdotesl  and   Sayings.      Selected  and 

arranged  by  Mark  Lemon. 
BACON'S  ESSAYS  AND  COLOURS  OF  GOOD  AND  EVIL.     With  Notes 

and  Glossarial  Index.     By  W.  Alois  Wright,  M.A. 
THE  PILGRIM'S  PROGRESS  from  this  World  to  that  which  is  to  come.     By 

John  Bunyan.     Large  Paper  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     ys.  6d. 
THE  SUNDAY  BOOK  OF  POETRY  FOR  THE    YOUNG.      Selected  and 

arranged  bv  C.  F.  Alexander. 
A  BOOK  OF  GOLDEN  DEEDS  of  All  Ti^nes  and  All  Countries  gathered  and 

narrated  anew.     By  the  Author  of  "The  Heir  of  RedclyfTe." 
THE  ADVENTURES  OF  ROBINSON  CRUSOE.     Edited  from  the  Original 

Edition  by  J.  W.  Clark,  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Trinity  C' liege,  Cambridge, 
THE   REPUBLIC  OF    PLATO.     Translated  into  English,  with  Notes,  by  J. 

LI.  Davies,  M.A.  and  D.  J.  Vaug.han,   M.A. 
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GOLDEN  TREASURY  SERiES—coniimiec/. 

THE  SONG  BOOK.  Words  and  Tunes  from  the  best  Poets  and  Musiciai.s. 
Selected  and  arranged  by  John  Hullah,  late  Professor  of  Vocal  Music  in 
King's  College,  London. 

LA  LYRE  FRANCAISE.      Selected   and  arranged,  with  Notes,   by  Gust.'vvh 

Masson,  French  Master  in  Harrow  School. 
TOM  BROWN'S  SCHOOL  DAYS.     By  An  Old  Bov. 
A  BOOK  OF  WORTHIES.     Gathered  from  the  Old  Histories  and  written  anew 

by  the  Author  of  "The  Heir  of  Redclyfle."    With  Vignette. 
GUESSES  AT  TRUTH.     By  Two  Brothers.     New  Edition. 
THE  CAVALIER  AND  HIS  LADY.     Selections  from  the   Works  of  the   First 

Duke  and  Duchess  of  Newcastle.     With  an  Introductory   Esiay  by  Edward 

Jenkins,  Author  of  "  Ginx's  Baby,"  &c. 
SCOTTISH  SONG.     A  Selection  of  the  Choicest  Lyrics  of  Scotland.     Compiled 

and  arranged,  with  brief  Notes,  by  Mary  Carlyle  Aitken. 
DEUTSCHE    LYRIK.      The    Golden  Treasury  of   the  best    German   Lyrical 

Poems,  selected  and  arranged  with  Notes  and  Literary  Introduction.     By  Dr. 

BUCHHEIM. 

ROBERT  HERRICK.— SELECTIONS  FROM  THE  LYRICAL  POEMS  OF. 
Arranged  with  Notes  by  Fra.ncis  Turner  Palgrave. 

POEMS  OF  PLACES.  Edited  by  H.  W.  Longfellow.  England  and  Wales. 
Two  Vols. 

MATTHEW  ARNOLD'S  SELECTED  POEMS. 

THE    STORY  OF  THE   CHRISTIANS   AND  MOORS   IN    SPAIN.     By 

Charlotte  M.  Yonge.     With  a  Vignette  by  Holman  Hunt. 
LAMB'S  TALES  FROM  SHAKESPEARE.     Edited,  with  Preface,  by  the  Rev. 

Alfred  Ainger,  Reader  at  the  Temple. 

WORDSWORTH'S  SELECT  POEMS.  Chosen  and  Edited,  with  Preface,  by 
Matthew  Arnold.     Also  a  Large  Paper  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     g^-. 

SHAKESPEARE'S  SONGS  AND  SONNETS.  Edited,  with  Notes,  by 
Francis  Tur.ner  Palgrave. 

SELECTIONS  FROM  ADDISON.    Edited  by  John  Richard  Gree.v. 

SELECTIONS  FROM  SHELLEY.     Edited  by  Stopford  A.  Brooke.     Also 

Large  Paper  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     12s.  6d. 
POETRY  OF    BYRON.     Chosen  and  arranged  by  Matthew  Arnold.     Also 

a  Large  Paper  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     (js. 

SIR  THOMAS  BROWNE'S  RELIGIO  MEDICI  ;  Letter  to  a  Friend,  &c  ,  and 
Christian  Morals.     Edited  by  W.  A.  Gree.mhill,  M.D.,  0.xon. 

MOHAMMAD,  THE  SPEECHES  AND  TABLE-TALK  OF  THE 
PROPHET.     Chosen  and  Translated  by  Stanley  Lane-Poole. 

WALTER  SAVAGE  LANDOR,  Selections  from  the  Writings  of.  Arranged  ai.d 
Edited  by  Professor  Sidney  Colvin. 

C0WPER-SELECTI0N3  FROM  COWPER'S  POEMS.  With  an  Introduj- 
tioa  by  Mrs.  Olii'Hant. 

COWPER.-LE'rPERS  of  WILLIAM  COWPER.  Edited,  with  Intrcduction, 
by  the  Rev.  W.  Benham,  B.D. 

KEATS.-THE  POETICAL  WORKS   OF  JOHN  KEATS.     Reprinted  fron 

the  Original   Editions,  with  Notes  by  Fkancis  Turner  Palgrave.     Largs 

Paper  Edition.     Svo.     gs. 
LYRICAL   POEMS.     By  Alfred,  Lord  Tennyson,  Poet  Laureate.     Selected 

and  Annotated  by  Francis  Turner  Palgrave.    Large  Paper  Edition.    Svo. 

gs. 
IN  MEMORIAM.     By  Ai  fred,  Lord  Tennyson,  Poet  Laureate.   Large  Paper 

Edition.     8^o.     i^t. 
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GOLDSMITH.— MISCELLANEOUS  WORKS.  Edued  with  Biographical 
Iiuroductioii,  by  Professor  Masson.     (Globe  Edition.)    Globe  8vo.     3s.  6ii. 

VICAR    OF    WAKEFIELD,      with   a    Memoir   of   Goldsmith    by 

Professor  Masson.   (Globe  Readiriijs  Edition.)   Globe  8vo.     li. 

GONE  TO  TEXAS.  LETTERS  FROM  OUR  BOYS.  Edited,  with 
Preface,  by  Tho.mas  Hughes,  Q.C.    Crown  8vo.    4s.  6d. 

GRAY. — THE  WORKS  OF  THOMAS  GRAY.  Edited  by  Edmund  Gosse. 
Clark  Lecturer  on  English  Literature  in  the  University  of  Cambridge.  In  Four 
Vols.    Globe  Svo.     20s. 

VoL  tT  L— POEMS,  JOURNALS,  and  ESSAYS. 

Vol.    IL— LETTERS. 

Vol.  in.— LETTERS. 

Vol.   IV.— NOTES  ON  ARISTOPHANES:  and  PLATO. 

GRIMM'S  FAIRY  TALES,  a  Selection  from  the  Household  Stories. 
Translated  from  the  German  by  Lucy  Crane,  and  done  into  Pictures  by 
Walter  Crane.     Crown  Svo.     is. 

GUESSES  AT  TRUTH.      By  Two  Brothers.  (Golden Treasury  Series.) 

iSmo.     4i.  6d. 

HAMERTON.— Works  by  P.  G.  Hamerton. 

ETCHING    AND    ETCHERS.      Illustrated  with  Forty-eight  new   Etchings. 

Third  Edition,  revised.     Columbier  Svo. 
A  PAINTER'S  CAMP  IN  THE  HIGHLANDS.    Second  and  Cheaper  Edition. 

One  Vol.     Extra  fcap.  Svo.     6s. 

THE  INTELLECTUAL  LIFE.     With  Portrait  of  Leonardo  da  Vinci,  etched 
by  Leopold  Flameng.     Second  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     10s.  6d. 

THOUGHTS   ABOUT  ART.     New  Edition,   Revised,  with  Notes  an'^   Intro- 
duction.   Crown  Svo.     8^.  6d. 

HUMAN  INTERCOURSE.     Third  Thousand.     Crown  Svo.     8s.  6d. 

HARDY.— BUT  YET  A  WOMAN.  A  Novel.  By  Arthur  Sherburne 
Hakdv.     Crown  Svo.     4J.  dd. 

HARRISON  (F.).— THE  CHOICE  OF  BOOKS;  and  other  Literary 
Pieces.     By  Frederic  Harrison,     Globe  Svo.     6.r. 

HAWTHORNE  (JULIAN).— THE  LAUGHING  MILL  ;  and  other 
Stories.     By  Julian  Hawthorne.     Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

HEINE.— SELECTIONS  FROM  THE  POETICAL  WORKS   OF   HEIN- 
RICH  HEINE.    Translated  into  English.     Crown  Svo.     41.  6d. 
A  TRIP  TO  THE  BROCKEN.      By   Heinrick  Heine.      Translated  by   R. 

McLiNTOCK.     Crown  Svo.     -^s.  6d. 
IDEAS    "BUCH   LE   GRAND"    OF    THE   REISEBILDER   OF   HEIN- 
RICH  HEINE,  1826.    A  Translation  by  I.  B.     Crown  Svo.     3^.  6d. 

HERRICK  (ROBERT).— SELECTIONS  FROM  THE  LYRICAL 
POEMS  OF.  Arranged  with  Notes  by  F.  T.  Palgrave.  (Golden  Treasury 
Series.)    iSmo.     4^.  6d. 

HILL. — Works  by  Octavia  Hill. 
HOMES  OF  THE  LONDON  POOR.   Popular  Edition.  Crown  Svo,  sewed,  is. 
OUR  COMMON  LAND.    Consisting  of  Articles  on  OPEN  SPACES  :  and  on 
WISE  CHARITY.     Extra  fcap.  Svo.     is.  U. 
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HOLLWAY-CALTHROP.— PALADIN  AND  SARACEN:  Stories 
from  Ariosto.  By  H.  C.  Hollway-Calthrop.  With  Illustrations  by  Mrs. 
Arthur  Lemon,  engraved  by  O.  Lacour.     Crown  Svo.     6^. 

HOLMES.  —ILLUSTRATED  POEMS  OF  OLIVER  WENDELL 
HOLMES.     With  numerous  Illustrations.     4to.     16^. 

HOMER.— THE  ODYSSEY  OF  HOMER  DONE  INTO  ENGLISH 
PROSE.  By  S.  H.  Butcher,  M.A.,  Professor  of  Greek  in  the  University  of 
Edinburgh  ;  sometime  Fellow  and  Praelector  of  University  College,  O.xford,  late 
Fellow  of  Trinity  College,  Cambridge;  and  A.  Lang,  M.A.,  late  Fellow  of 
Merton  College,  Oxford.  With  Steel  Vignette.  Fifth  Edition.  Revised  and 
Corrected.  With  new  Introduction  and  Additional  Notes.  Crown  Svo. 
10s.  dd. 
THE  ILIAD  OF  HOMER.  Translated  into  English  Prose.  By  Andrew  Lang, 
M.A.,  Walter  Leaf,  M.A.,  and  Ernest  Myers,  M.A.    Crown  Svo.     12.9.  td. 

HOOPER  AND  PHILLIPS.— a  MANUAL  OF  MARKS  ON  POT- 
TERY  AND  PORCELAIN.  A  Dictionary  of  Easy  Reference.  By  W.  H. 
Hooper  and  W.  C.  Phillips.  With  numerous  Illustrations.  Second  Edition, 
revised.     i6mo.     i,s.  6d. 

HOPE. — NOTES  AND  THOUGHTS  ON  GARDENS  AND  WOOD- 
LANDS. Written  chiefly  for  Amateurs.  By  the  late  Frances  Jane  Hope, 
Wardie  Lodge,  near  Edinburgh.  Edited  by  Anne  J.  Hope  Johnstone.  Crown 
Svo.     6s. 

HOPKINS. — Works  by  Ellice  Hopkins. 
ROSETURQUAND.     A  Novel.     Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 
AUTUMN  SWALLOWS:   a  Book  of  Lyrics.     E.xtra  fcap.  Svo.     6s. 

HOPPUS.— A  GREAT  TREASON:  A  Story  of  the  War  of  Independence. 
2  vols.     Crown  Svo.     gs, 

HORACE.      WORD    FOR   WORD   FROM    HORACE.     The  Odes  literally 
versified.     By  W.  T.  Thornton,  C.B-     Crown  Svo.     7s.  6d. 
WORKS   OF.     Rendered  into  English  Prose  by  James  Lonsdale,  M.A.  and 
Samuel  Lee,  M.A.     (Globe  Edition.)    Globe  Svo.     3^^.  6d 

HULL  AH. —HANNAH  TARNE.     A  Story  for  Girls.     By  M.  E.  Hult.ah, 

Author  of  "  Mr.  Greysmith."     With  Illustrations.     New   Edition.     Globe  Svo. 
2S.  Cd. 

HUNT.— TALKS  ABOUT  ART.  By  William  Hunt.  With  a  Letter  by 
Sir  J.  E.  MiLLAis,  Bart.,  R.A.     New  Edition.    Crown  Svo.     y.  6d. 

IRVING. — Works  by  Washington  Irving. 

OLD  CHRISTMAS.  From  the  Sketch  Book.  With  upwards  of  too  Illustiations 
by  Randolph  Caldecott,  engraved  by  J.  D.  Cooper.  New  Edition. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  elegant.     6s. 

People's  Sixpenny  Edition.     Illustrated.     Medium  4to.     6d. 

BRACEBRIDGE  hall.  With  I20  Illustrations  by  R.  Caldecott.  New 
Edition.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  gilt.    6s. 

People's  Sixpenny  Edition.     Illustrated.    Medium  410.    6d. 

JACKSON.— RAMONA.  A  Story.  By  Helen  Jackson  (H.  H  ),  Author 
of  "  Verses,"  "  Bits  of  Travel."     Two  Vols.     Globe  Svo.     i2.f. 
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JAMES.— Works  by  Henrv  James. 
THEPORTRAITOF  A  LADY.     Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  8 vo.    6s. 
WASHINGTON  SQUARE;  THE  PENSION  I5EAUREPAS  ;  A  BUNDLE 

OF  LE'lTERS.     Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
THE  EUROPEANS     A  Novel.     Clieaper  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
THE  AMERICAN.     Cheaper  Edition.    Crown  8vo.     6s. 

DAISY    MILLER:    AN  INTERNATIONAL  EPISODE:    FOUR   MEET- 
INGS.    Crown  8vo.     6^. 
RODERICK  HUDSON.     Crown  8vo.     6^. 

THE  MADONNA  OF  THE  FUTURE;  and  other  Tales.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 
FRENCH  POETS  AND  NOVELLSTS.     New  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     4s.  6d. 
PORTRAITS  OF  PLACES.     Crown  8vo.     7^.  6d. 
TALES  OF  THREE  CITIES.     Crown  Svo.     4s.  6d. 
STORIES  REVIVED.     Two  Series.     Crown  Svo,     6j.  e.ach. 
THE  BOSTONIANS.     Three  Vols.     Crown  Svo.     ^is.  6d. 
JAMES— NOVELS  AND  TALES.     By  HENRY  JAMES. 

/«  iZino,  Paper  coz'ers,  is.  cnclt  ■I'oliiiiie.     Cloth  hinding,  is.  6d.  each  ■;wlume,  (or 

complete  in  case,  ■21s). 
THE    PORTRAIT    OF    A    LADY. 


RODERICK  HUDSON.     2  vols. 
THE  AMERICAN.     2  vols. 
WASHINGTON  SQUARE,     i  vol. 
THE  EUROPEANS,     i  vol. 
CONFIDENCE,     i  vol. 
THE   SIEGE   OF  LONDON:    MA- 
DAME DE  MAUVES.     I  vol. 
AN  INTERNATIONAL  EPISODE: 


THE  PENSION  BEAUREPAS: 
THE  POINT  OF  VIEW,     i  vol. 

DAISY  MILLER,  A  STUDY:  FOUR 
MEETINGS:  LONGSTAFF'S 

MARRIAGE  ;  BENVOLIO.     i  vol. 

THE  MADONNA  OF  THE 
FUTURE:  A  BUNDLE  OF 
LETTERS  ;  THE  DIARY  OF  A 
MAN  OF  FIFTY:  EUGENE 
PICKERING. 


JOUBERT. — PENS£ES  OF  JOUBERT.  Selected  and  Tr.inslated  with  the 
Original  French  appended,  by  Henrv  Attwell,  Knight  of  the  Order  of  the 
Oak  Crown.     Crown  8vo.     z^. 

KEARY.— A  MEMOIR  OF  ANNIE  KEARY.  By  her  Sister.  With  a 
Portrait.     Third  Thousand.     New  and  Cheaper  Edition.  Crown  8vo      4s.  6d. 

KEARY   (A.). — Works  by  Annie  Kearv. 

CASTLE  DALY  ;  THE  STORY  OF  AN  IRISH  HOME  THIRTY  YEARS 
AGO.     New  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6^. 

JANET'S  HOME.     New  Edition.     Globe  Svo.     2S. 
CLEMENCY  FRANKLYN.     New  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 
OLDBURY.     New  and  Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 
A  YORK  AND  A  LANCASTER  ROSE.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 
A  DOUBTING  HEART.     New  Edition.     Crown  Svo.    6s. 
THE  HEROES  OF  ASGARD.     Globe  Svo.     2s.  6d. 
KEARY  (E.).— Works  by  Eliza  Kearv. 
THE    MAGIC  VALLEY;    or,  PATIENT  ANTOINE.     W,th  Illustrations  by 

E.  V.  B.     Globe  Svo.  gilt.     41.  6d. 
MEMOIR  OF  ANNIE  KEARY.  With  a  Portrait.     New  E-itim.     Crown  Svj. 

4s    6d 

KEATS.— THE  POETICAL  WORKS  OF  JOHN  KEATS.  Reprinted 
from  the  Original  Editions,  with  Notes  by  Fkancis  T.  Palgrave.  iSmo 
4s.  6rf.  (Golden  Treasury  Seiie?).     Large  P.iper  Edition.     Svo.     gs. 


BELLES   LETTRES.  1$ 

KINGSLEY'S     (CHARLES)    NOVELS    AND     POEMS.— 
EVERSLEY    EDITION. 

WESTWARD  HO  !    2  Vols.     Globe  8vo.     los. 

TWO  YEARS  AGO.    2  Vols.     Globe  8vo.     los. 

HVPATIA.     2  Vols.    Globe  8vo.     los. 

VEAST.     I  Vol.     Globe  8vo.     5^. 

ALTON  LOCKE.     2  Vols.     Globe  8vo.     los. 

HEREWARD  THE  WAKE.     2  Vols.     Globe  8vo.     los 
"poems.     Two  Vols.     Globe  8vo.     los. 


KINGSLEY. — Works  by  the  Rev.  Charles  Kingsi.ey,  M.A.,  late  Rector 
of  Kversley,  and  Canon  of  Westminster.     Collected  Edition.     6.9  each. 

POEMS;  including  the  Saint's  Tragedy,  Andromeda,  Songs,  Ballads,  &c.  Com- 
plete Collected  Edition. 

VEAST;  a  Problem. 

ALTON  LOCKE.  New  Edition.  With  a  Prefatory  Memoir  by  Thomas 
Hughes,  Q.C. ,  and  Portrait  of  the  Author. 

HVPATIA  ;  or.  NEW  FOES  WITH  AN  OLD  FACE. 

GLAUCUS;  or,  THE  WONDERS  OF  THE  SEA-SHORE.  With  Coloured 
Illustrations. 

WESTWARD  HO  !  or,  THE  VOYAGES  AND  ADVENTURES  OF  SIR 
AMYAS  LEIGH. 

THE  HEROES ;  or,  GREEK  FAIRY  TALES  FOR  MY  CHILDREN.  With 
Illustrations. 

TWO  YEARS  AGO. 

THE  WATER  BABIES.  A  Fairy  Tale  for  a  Land  Baby.  With  Illustrations  by 
Sir  Noel  Paton,  R. S.A.,  and  P.  Skelton. 

THE  ROMAN  AND  THE  TEUTON.  A  Series  of  Lectures  delivered  before 
the  University  of  Cambridge.     With  Preface  by  Professor  Max   MOller. 

HEREWARD  THE  WAKE— LAST  OF  THE  ENGLISH. 

THE  HERMITS. 

MADAM  HOW  AND  LADY  WHY;  or,  FIRST  LESSONS  IN  EARTH- 
LORE  FOR  CHILDREN. 

AT  LAST;  A  CHRISTMAS  IN  THE  WEST  INDIES.     Illustrated. 

PROSE  IDYLLS.     NEW  AND  OLD. 

PLAYS  AND  PURITANS;  and  other  HISTORICAL  ESSAYS.  With  Poi- 
trait  of  Sir  Walter  Raleigh. 

lllsrORICAL  LECTURES  AND  ESSAYS. 

SANITARY  AND  SOCIAL  LECTURES  AND  ESSAYS. 

SCIENTIFIC  LECTURES  AND  ESSAYS. 

LITERARY  AND  GENERAL  LECTURES. 


HEALTH  AND  EDUCATION.     New  Edition.     Cdwu  8vo.     6:?. 

SELECTIONS  FROM  SOME  OF  THE  WRITINGS  OF  THE  REV 
CHARLES  KINGSLEY.     Crown  8vo.     6^. 

OUT  OF  THE  DEEP.  Words  for  the  S  )rrowful,  from  the  writings  of  Chakle?. 
Kingsley.     Extra  fcap.  8vo.     y.  6d. 

DAILY  THOUGHTS  SELECTED  FROM  THE  WRITINGS  OF 
CHARLES  KINGSLEY.     By  His  Wife.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

THE  WATER  BABIES:  A  Fairy  Tale  for  a  Land  Baby.  With  One  Hundred 
Illustrations  by  I.INLEY  Sambourne.     Fcap.  410.     \2S.  6ii. 
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KINGSLEY  (H.).— TAI-ES  OF  OLD  TRAVEL.  Re-narrated  by  Hhnry 
KiNGSi.EV.  With  Eight  full-page  Illustrations  by  Huard.  New  Edition. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  extra  gilt.     5s. 

KNOX. — SONGS  OF  CONSOLATION.  By  Isa  Craig  Knox.  Extra  fcap. 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges.     4J.  6d. 

LAMB.— Works  by  Chart.e<;  Lamb. 

TALES  FROM  SHAKESPEARE.  Edited,  with  Preface,  by  Ai.Fnnn  Aimger, 
M.A.  (Golden  Treasury  Series.)  iSmo.  4.?.  6tl.  Globe  Readings  Edition  for 
Schools.     Globe  Svo,  21. 

ESS.AYS  OF  ELI  A.     Edited,  with  Introduction  and  Notes,  by  Alfred  Ainger, 

M.A.     Globe  Svo.     s.c. 
POEMS,  PLAYS,  AND  MISCELLANEOUS  ESSAYS,  &c.   Edited  by  Alfred 

Ainger,  M.A.     Globe  Svo      5^. 

MRS.  LEICESTER'S  SCHOOL  ;  The  Adventures  of  Ulysses  ;  and  other  Essays. 
Edited  by  the  Rev.  Alfred  Ainger,  M.A.     Globe  Svo.     5^. 

LANDOR  (WALTER  SAVAGE).— SELECTIONS  FROM  THE 
WRITINGS  OF  WALTER  SAVACIE  LANDOR.  Arranged  and  Edited  by 
Professor  Sidney  Colvin.  With  Portrait.  iSino.  45-.  6rf.  (Golden  Treasury 
Series.) 

LAWLESS — A     MILLIONAIRE'S     COUSIN.      By    the     Hon.     Emilv 

Lawless;,  Author  of  "  A  Chelsea  Householder."     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

LECTURES  ON  ART.— Delivered  in  Support  of  the  Society  for 
Protection  of  Ancient  Buil.lin-s.  By  Regd.  Stuart  Poole,  Professor  YV. 
B.  RicH.vioND,  E.  J.  Poynter,  R.A.,  J.  T.  Micklethwaite,  and  William 
Morris.     Crov;n  Svo.     4^.  6d. 

LEMON  (MARK). -^THE  JEST  BOOK.  The  Choicest  Anecdotes  and 
Sayings.  Selected  and  Arranged  by  Mark  Le.mon.  (Golden  Treasury  Series.) 
iSmo.     4 J.  6{f. 

LITTLE  PILGRIM,  A,  IN  THE  UNSEEN.    Crown  Svo.   2j.  6</. 

LITTLE   ESTELLA,   and   other   FAIRY  TALES  FOR  THE  YOUNG. 

iSmo,  cloth  e.vtra.     2i-   6d. 

LITTLE  SUNSHINE'S  HOLIDAY.— By  the  Author  of  "John 
Halifax,  Gentleman."     With  lllustr.atiins.     Globe  Svo.     2S.  6d. 

LORNE.— GUIDO  AND  LITA  :  A  TALE  OF  THE  RIVIERA.  A  Poen.. 
Bv  the  Marquis  of  Lorne.  Ihird  Edition.  Small  410,  cloth  elegant.  With 
Iliustr-ttions.     7.?.  6d. 

LOWELL.— COMPLF/IE  POETICAL  WORKSof  James  Russell  Lowell. 
With  Portrait,  engraved  by  Jeens.     iSmo,  cloth  extra.     4^.  6d. 

MACLAREN.— THE  FAIRY  FAMILY.  A  Series  of  Ballads  and  Metrical 
Tales  illustrating  the  Fair}'  Myth^ilogy  (jf  Europe.  By  Archibald  Maclaren. 
With  Frontispiece,  Illustrated  Title,  and  Vignette.     Crown  Svo,  gilt.     $s, 

MACMILLAN MEMOIR   OF   DANIEL  MACMILLAN.      By  Thomas 

Hughes,  Q.C.  With  a  Portrait  engraved  on  Steel  by  C.  H.  Jkens,  from  a 
Painting  by  Lowes  Dickinson.  Fifth  Thousand.  Crown  Svo.  4s'.  dd. 
Popular  Edition,  Paper  Covers,  is. 
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MACMILLAN'S  BOOKS  FOR  THE   YOUNG.— in  Globe  3. o, 

cloth  elegant.     Illustrated,  ^s.  tJ.  each  : — 

WANDERING  WILLIE.  By  the 
Author  of  "Conrad  the  Squirrel.'' 
With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  Noel 
Paton. 


THE  WHITE  RAT,  AND  OTHER 
STORJES.  By  Lady  Barker. 
With  Illustrations  by  W.  'J.   Hen- 

NESSY. 

PANSIE'S   FLOUR  BIN.     By  the 

Author  of  "When    I  was  a;  Little 

Girl."  With  Illustrations_by Adrian 

Stokes. 
MILLY  AND  OLLY  ;  or,  A^Holiday 

among    the   Mountains.      By    Mrs. 

T.  W.  Ward.    With  Illustrations  by 

Mrs.  Alma  Tadema. 
THE  HEROES  OF  ASGARD;  Tales 

from  Scandinavian  Mythology.     By 

A.  and  E.  Keary. 
WHEN  I  WAS  A  LITTLE  GIRL. 

By  the  Author  of    "St.    Olave's," 

"  Nine  Years  Old,"  &.:. 
NINE  YEARS  OLD.     By  the  Au; 

Ihor  of  "  When  I  was  a  Little  Girl.'' 


IHE  STORY  OF  A  FELLOW 
SOLDIER.  By  Frances  Awury. 
(A  Life  of  Bishop  Palteson  f  r  the 
Young.)  With  Preface  by  Char- 
lotte M.  YOXGE. 

AGNES  HOPEToUN'S  SCHOOLS 
AND  HOLIDAYS.     By  Mrs.  Oli- 

PHANT. 

RUTH  AND  HER  FRIENDS.     A 

Story  for  Girls. 
THE  RUNAWAY.     By  the  Aiith- r 

of  "Mrs.  Jerningham's  Journal." 

OUR  YEAR.  A  Child's  Book  in 
Prose  and  Ver^e.  By  the  Author  of 
"John  Halifa.x,  Gentleman." 

LITTLE  SUNSHINE'S  HOLT- 
DAY.  By  the  Author  of  "John 
Halifax,  Gentleman." 

A  SIOREHOUSE  OF  STORIES. 
Edited  by  Charlotte  M.  Yonge, 
Author  of  "The  Heir  of  Redclyffe." 
Two  Vols. 

HANNAH  TARNR.  By  Mary  E. 
HuLi  AH.  With  Illustrations  by  VV. 
J.  Hennessy. 


By  Mrs.  Molesworth, 

With  Illustrations  by  Walter  Cr.\ne.     Globe  8vo.    2S.  dd.  each. 


"CARROTS"  ;  JUST  A  LITTLE 

BOY. 
A  CHRISTMAS  CHILD. 
THE  TAPESTRY  ROOM. 


GRANDMOTHER  DEAR. 
THE  CUCKOO  CLOCK. 
TELL  ME  A  STORY. 
ROSY. 


MACMILLAN'S    MAGAZINE.— Published  Monthly.     Prices.     Vols. 
I.  to  LII.  are  now  ready.     Medium  Svo.     -js.  td.  e.ach. 

MACMILLAN'S    POPULAR    NOVELS. 

Price  6j.  each  Volume  ; — 

By  William  Black. 


In    Crown   Svo,    clotli. 


A  PRINCESS  OF  THULE. 

MADCAP  VIOLET. 

THE  MAID  OF  KILLEENA  ;  and 
other  Tales. 

THE  STRANGE  ADVENTURES 
OF  A  PHAETON.     Illustrated. 

GREEN  PASTURES  AND  PIC- 
CADILLY. 

MACLEOD  OF  DARE.    Illustrated. 


WHITE  WINGS.  A  Yachting  Ro- 
mance. 

THE  BEAUTIFUL  WRETCH  : 
THE  FOUR  MAC  NICOLS: 
THE  PUPIL  OF  AURELIUS. 

SHANDON  BELLS. 

YOLANDK. 

JUDITH  SHAKESPEARE. 

THE  WISE  WOMEM  OF  INVER- 
NESS; A  Tale;  and  other  Misca- 
lanies. 


TWO  YEARS  AGO. 
"  WESTWARD  HO  !  " 
ALTON  LOCKE.     With  Portrait 


By  Charles  Kingsley. 
HYPATIA. 


YEAST. 

HEREWARD  THE  WAKE. 
b 
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MACMILLAN'S  POPULAR  NOVELS— r^«////w./. 


By  the  Author  of  "John  Halifax,   Gentleman." 

HUSBAND. 


THE  HKAD   OF   THE    FAMILY 
Illustrated. 

MY  MOTH  ER  AND  I.     Illustrated. 

THE  OGILVIES.     Illustrated. 


AGATHA'S 

trated. 
OLIVE.     Illustrated. 
MISS      TOMMY.       A 

Romance.     Illustrated. 


Illus- 


Mediocval 


By  Charlotte  M.  Yonge. 


THE    HEIR     OF    REDCLYFFE. 

With  Ilhistralions. 
HEARTSEASE.    With  Illustrations. 
THE  DAISY  CHAIN.     With  Illus- 
trations. 
THE    TRIAL:    More   Links   in  the 

Daisy  Chain.     With  Illustrations. 
HOPES  AND  FEARS.     Illustrated. 
DYNEVOR      TERRACE.        With 

Illustrations. 
MY  YOUNG  ALCIDES.   Illustrated. 
THE  PILLARS  OF  THE  HOUSE. 

Two  Vols.     Illustrated. 
CLEVER     WOMAN      OF      THE 

FAMILY.     Illustrated. 
THE    YOUNG     STEPMOTHER. 

Illustrated. 


THE  DOVE  IN  THE  EAGLE'S 
NEST.     Illu-^trated. 

THE  CAGED  LION.     Illustrated. 

THE  CHAPLET  OF  PEARLS. 
Illustrated. 

LADY  HESTER,  and  THE  DAN- 
VERS  PAPERS.     Illustrated. 

THE  THREE  BRIDES.  lUus- 
trated. 

MAGNUM  BONUM.    Illustrated. 

LOVE  AND  LIFE.     Illustrated. 

UNKNOWN  TO  HISTORY- 
Illustrated. 

STRAY  PEARLS.     Illustrated. 

THE  ARMOURER'S  PREN- 
TICES.    Illustrated. 


HAWORTH'S 
"LOUISIANA"     and 
Illustrated. 


By  Frances  H.  Burnett. 


•THAT    LASS    O'    LOWRIE'S."      Two    Stories. 


By  Annie  Keary, 


CASTLE  DALY. 

OLDP-URY. 

CLEMENCY  FRANKLYN. 


A   YORK  AND    A    LANCASTER 

ROSE. 
A   DOUBTING    HEART. 


By  Henry  James. 


THE  EUROPEANS. 

THE  AMERICAN. 

DAISY  MILLER:  AN  INTERNA" 
'IIONAL  EPISODE:  FOUR 
MEETINGS. 

RODERICK  HUDSON. 


THE  MADONNA  OF  THE 
FUTURE,  and  other  Tales. 

WASHINGTON  SQUARE:  THE 
PENSION  BEAUREPAS  :  A 
BUNDLE  OF  LETTERS. 

THE  PORTRAIT  OF  A  LADY. 

STORIES  REVIVED.  Two  Series. 
6^.  each. 


By  Mrs.  Oliphant, 


HESTER.   ^ 

THE  WIZARD  S  SON. 


A  BELEAGUERED  CITY. 
SIR  TOM. 
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MACMILLAN'S  POPULAR 
TOM  BROWN'S  SCHOOLDAYS. 
TOM  BROWN  AT   OXFORD. 
THE    FOOL   OF    QUALITY.      By 

H.  Brooke. 
REALMAH.        By    the    Author     of 

■'  Friends  in  Council." 
ROSE    TURQUAND.     By   Ellice 

Hopkins. 
OLD    SIR     DOUGLAS.       By    the 

Hon.  Mrs.  Norton. 
A    FAMILY   AFFAIR.     By   Hugh 

Conway. 
JOHN  INGLESANT.   A  Romance. 

By  J.  H.  Shorthouse. 
THE  LAUGHING  MILL;  and  other 

Tales.     By  Julian  Hawthorne. 
THE  HARBoUR  bar. 


liOVE.L.S— continued. 

BENGAL    PEASANT   LIFE.      By 

Lal  Behari  Day. 
VIRGIN  SOIL.     By  TourgIinief. 
VIDA.     The   Study   of   a    Girl.     By 

Amy  Dunsmuir. 
MISS    BRETHERTON.     By   Mrs. 

Humphry  Ward. 
JILL.     By  E.  a.  Dillwyn. 
BETHES'DA.    By  Barbara  Elbon 
A  MILLIONAIRE'S  COUSIN.  By 

the  Hon.  Emily  Lawless. 
MITCHELHtfRST    PLACE.      By 

Margaret  Veley. 
THE  STORY   OF   CATHERINE. 

By  A<;hf0rd  Owen. 
ZOROASTER.      By     F.     Marion 

Crawford. 


HE    THAT    WILL    NOT  WHEN 
HE  MAY. 


MACMILLAN'S  TWO   SHILLING  NOVELS:— 

By  the  Author  of  "John  Halifax,   Gentleman." 
THROGILVIES.  I    AGATHA'S  HUSBAND. 

THE  HEAD  OF  THE  FAMILY. 
OLIVE.  I    TWO  MARRIAGES. 

By  Mrs.  Oliphant 
THE  CURATE  IN  CHARGE. 
A  SON  OF  THE  SOIL. 
YOUNG  MUSGRAVE. 

By  Mrs.  Macquoid. 
PAITY. 
By  George  Fleming. 
A  NILE  NOVEL.  |  MIRAGE. 

THE  HEAD  OF  MEDUSA.  |  VESTIGIA. 

By  the  Author  of  "  Hogan,   M.P." 
HOGAN,  M.P.  I        FLITTERS,      TATTERS,      AND 

THE  COUNSELL(jR:  WEEDS, 
THE  HONOURABLE  MISS  FER-  AND  OTHER  SKETCHES. 

RARD.  1        CHRISTY  CAREW. 

By   Annie   Keary. 
JANET'S    HOME. 

A  SLIP  IN  THE  FENS. 
MACMILLAN'S  ONE  SHILLING   VOLUMES:— 

Crown  Svo,  sewed,  is.  each. 


MEMOIR  OF  DANIEL  MACMIL- 
LAN.     By  Thomas  Hughes,  Q.C. 

LOUISIANA.  By  Frances  Hodg- 
son Burnett,  Author  of  "That 
Lasso'  Lowrie's,"  &c. 

CHARLES  GEORGE  GORDON. 
A  Sketch.  By  Reginald  H. 
Barnes,  Vicar  of  Heavitree,  and 
Charles  E.  Brown,  Major  K.A. 
With  Facsimile  Letter. 

ANYHOW  STORIES  FOR 
CHILDREN.  By  Mrs.  W.  K. 
Clifford.  Witli  Ilkutrations  by 
Dorothy  Tennant. 


HOMES  OF  THE  LONDON 
POOR.     By  OctaviaHill. 

CHARLEY  KINGSTON'S  AUNf. 
A  Study  of  Medical  Life  anri  E.\pe- 
rience.  By  Pen  Oliver,  F.  R.C.S. 
Popular  Edition. 

HINTS  TO  HOUSEWIVES  on 
several  Points,  particularly  on  the 
Preparation  of  Eounomical  and 
Tasteful  Dishes.  By  Mrs.  Frede- 
rick. 

I'    2 
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MACQUOID.— PATTY.  New  Edition.  By  Katharink  S.  Macquoid. 
Globe  8vo.     2j. 

MADOC— THE  STORY  OF  MELICENT.  By  Favr  Madoc.  Crown 
8vo.     4i.  6ti. 

MAQUIRE,— YOUNG  PRINCE  MARIGOLD,  AND  OTHER  FAIRY 
STORIES.  Ry  the  late  John  Francis  Maguikr,  M.P.  Illustrated  by  S.  E. 
Waller.     Globe  3vo,  gilt.     4s.  dd. 

MAHAFFY.— Works  by  J.   P.   Mahaffv,   M.A.     Fellow  o    Trinity  College, 

Dublin  :— 
SOCIAL  LIFE  IN   GREECE    FROM  HOMER    TO    MENANDER.     Fifth 

Edition,  enlarged,  with  New  Chapter  on  Greek  Art.     Crown  8vo.     95. 
RAMBLES  AND   STUDIES    IN    GREECE.      Illustrated.     Second   Edition, 

revised  and  enlarged,  with  Map.     Crown  8vo.     \os.  (xi. 
THE  DECAY  OF  MODERN  PREACHING.     An  Essay.     Crown  8vo.  3^.  (,d. 

MALET.— MRS.  LORIMER.  A  NoveL  By  Lucas  Mal£T.  Cheaper 
Edition.     Crown  8vo.     45.  td. 

MASSON  (GUSTAVE).— LA  LYRE  FRANCAISE.  Selected  and 
arranged  with  Notes.   (Golden  Treasury  Series.)   igmo.     i,s.  6d. 

MASSON  (Mrs.).— THREE  CENTURIES  OF  ENGLISH  POETRY: 
being  selections  from  Chaucer  to  Herrick,  with  Irfroductions  and  Notes  by  Mrs. 
Masson  and  a  general  Introduction  by  Professor  Masson.  Extra  fcap.  8\o. 
2S.  6d. 

MASSON     (Professor). — Works  by  David  Masson,  M.A.,    Professor    of 
Rhetoric  and  English  Literature  in  the  University  of  Edinburgh. 
WORDSWORTH,    SHELLEY,    KEATS,    AND  OTHER  ESSAYS.     Cro^^n 

8vo.     5^. 
CHATTERTON :  A  Story  of  the  Year  1770.     Crown  8vo.     ss- 
THE  THREE  DEVILS:  LUTHER'S,  MILTON'S  AND  GOETHE'S;  and 
other  Essays.     Crown  8vo.     SJ. 

MAZINL — IN  THE  GOLDEN  SHELL:  A  Story  of  Palermo.  By  Linda 
Mazini.    With  Illustrations.     Globe  8vo,  cloth  gilt.     4J.  6d. 

MEREDITH.— POEMS  AND  LYRICS  OF  THE  JOY  OF  EARTH. 
By  Gborgb  Meredith.     Extra  Fcap.  8vo.     6s. 

MILTON'S    POETICAL   WORKS.      Edited  with  Text  collated  from 

the  best  Authorities,  with  Introductions  and  Notes,  by  David  Ma.sson. 
With  three  Portraits  engraved  by  Jee.ms.  Fcap.  8vo  Edition.  Three  Vols. 
15J.     (Globe  Edition.)     By  the  same  Editor.     Globe  8vo.     y.  6d. 

MISS  TOMMY.  A  MedL-'-val  Romance.  By  the  Author  of  "John 
Halifax,  Gentleman."     Illustrated  by  F.  Noel  Paton.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

MITFORD  (A.  B.).— TALES  OF  OLD  JAPAN.  By  A.  B.  Mitford. 
Second  Secretary  to  the  British  Legation  in  Japan.  With  Illustrations  dra".  n 
and  cut  on  Wood  by  Japanese  Artists.  New  and  Cheaper  Edition.  Crown 
8vo.     65. 

MIZ  MAZE,  THE;  OR,  THE  WINKWORTH  PUZZLE.  A  Story 
in  tetters  by  Nine  Authors.     Crown  8vo.     4^.  6d. 

The  following  Writers  contribute  to  the  Volume  : — Mis6  Prances  Awdry,  Miss 
M.  Braniston,  Miss  Christabel  R.  Coleridge,  Miss  A.  E.  Anderson  Morshead, 
Miss  C.  M.  Yonge,  Miss  F.  M.  Peard,  Miss  Mary  S.  Lee,  Miss  Eleanor  Price, 
and  Miss  Florence  Wilford. 

MOHAMMAD,    SPEECHES     AND     TABLE-TALK     OF 

THE  PROPHET.  Chosen  and  Translated  by  Stanley  Lane-Poolk. 
i8mo      4J.  6d.     (Golden  Treasury  Series.) 
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MOLESWORTH. — Works  by  Mrs.  Molbsworth  (Ennis  Graham). 
US  :  AN  OLD-FASHIONED  STORY.    With  Illustrations  by  Walter  Crane. 

Crown  Svo.     4s.  (xi. 
TWO  LITTLE  WAIFS.     Illustrated  by  Walter  Crane.     Crown  Svo.     4^.  6d. 
ROSY.     Illustrated  by  Walter  Crane.     Globe  Svo.     2s.  6d. 
SUMMER  STORIES  FOR  BOYS  AND  GIRLS.     Crown  Svo.     4^.6^. 
IHE  ADVENTURES  OF  HERR  BABY.     With  Twelve  full-page  Pictures  by 

Walter  Crane.     Globe  410.     6s. 
GRANDMOTHER    DEAR.      Illustrated    by   Walter    Crane.      Globe   Svo. 

2j.  6d. 
THE    TAPESTRY    ROOM.      Illustrated   by    Walter    Crane.      Globe    Svo. 

2S.  6d. 
A  CHRISTMAS  CHILD.     Illustrated  by  Walter  Crane.     Globe  Svo.     ^s.  M. 
CHRISTMAS-TREE  LAND.     Illustrated   by  Walter  Crane.     Crown    Svo. 

41.  6d. 
TELL  ME  A  STORY.     Illustrated  by  Walter  Crane.     Globe  Svo.     2^.  (,d. 
"CARROTS":    JUST  A    LTITLE   BOY.      Illustrated   by  Walter  Cranh 

New  Edition.     Globe  Svo.     aj.  6d. 
THE  CUCKOO   CLOCK.     Illustrated    by    Walter  Crank.       New    Edition, 

Globe  Svo.    2J.  6d. 

MORLEY.— THE  COLLECTED  WORKS  OF  JOHN  MORLEY.     A  New 

Edition.     Now  Publishing  Monthly.     In  8  vols.     Globe  Svo.     ^s.  each. 

VOLTAIRE.     One  Vol.  [Ready.    1       ON  COMPROMISE.     NewandRe- 

ROUSSEAU.     Two  Vols.       [Keady.    \  vised  Edition.  [Afiril. 

DIDEROT  AND  THE  ENCYCLO-    I       MISCELLANIES.     Two  Vols. 

P.EDISTS.     Two  Vols.       [March.    \  [May. 

MORTE  D'ARTHUR.— SIR  THOMAS  MALORY'S  BOOK  OF 
KING  ARTHUR  AND  OF  HIS  NOBLE  KNIGHTS  OF  THE  ROUND 
TABLE.     (Globe  Edition.)    Globe  Svo.     3^.  6d. 

MOULTON.— SWALLOW  FLIGHTS.  Poems  by  Louise  Chandler 
Moulton.     Extra  fcap.  Svo.     4s.  6d 

MOULTRIE.— POEMS  by  John  Moultrie.     Complete  Edition.    Two  Vols. 

Crown  Svo.     7^.  each. 
Vol.  I.  MY  BROTHER'S  GRAVE.  DREAM  OF  LIFE,  &c.     With  Memoir  by 

the  Rev.  Prebendary  Coleridge. 
Vol.  II.  LAYS  OF  THE  ENGLISH  CHURCH,  and  other  Poems.   With  notices 

of  the  Rectors  of  Rugby,  by  M.  H.  Bloxham,  F.R.A.S 

MRS.  GANDER'S  STORY.      PyH.A.  H.     With  Twenty-four  Full-page 

Illustrations  by  N.  Huxley.     Demy  oblong.     31.  6d. 
MUDIE. — STRAY  LEAVES.     By  C.  E.  Mudie.     New  Edition.     Extra  fcap. 

Svo.      V.  6d.     Contents: — "  His  and  Mine" — "Night  and   Day" — "One  of 

Many,      &c. 
MURRAY. — ROUND  ABOUT  FRANCE.     By  E.  C.  Grenville  Murray. 

Crown  Svo.     ys.  6d. 
MURRAY. — AUNT    RACHEL:    A  Rustic  Sentimental   Comedy.     By  J.  D. 

Christie  Murray,  Author  of  "Joseph's  Coat."     2  Vols.     Globe  Svo.     12s. 

MUSIC— A  DICTIONARY  OF  MUSIC  AND  MUSICIANS  (a.d.  1450- 
1886).  By  Eminent  Writers,  English  and  Ftrreign.  With  Illustrations  and 
Woodcuts.  Edited  by  Sir  George  Grove,  D.C.L.,  Director  of  the  Royal 
College  of  Music.  8vo.  Parts  I.  to  XIV.,  XIX.  to  XXL,  3^.  6d.  each. 
Parts  XV.  and  XVI..  7^.  Part  XVII.  and  XVIIL,  7^. 
Vuls.    I,     II..    and    III.      Svo.     21^.     I        Vol.    II.— IMPROPERIAto PLAIN 


SONG. 
Vol.  III.— PLANCHE    to    SUMER 
Vol.      I.— A  to  IMPROMPTU.  |  IS  ICUMEN  IN. 


each. 

'o\.      1 
Qoth  cases  for  binding  Vols.  I..  II.,  and  III.,  is.  each. 
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MYERS    (ERNEST).— Works  by  Ernest  Myers,  M.A. 
THE  PURITANS.     Extra  fcap.  8vo.     2S.  6J. 
POEMS.     Extra  fcap.  8vo.     4^.  firf. 

THE    EXTANT   ODES   OF    PINDAR,     Translated  into  English,  with  Intro- 
duction and  short  Notes,  by  Ernest  Myeks.     Second  Edition.    Crown  8vo.    5s. 
THE  JUDGMENT  OF   PROMETHEUS,  AND  OTHER  POEMS.     Extra 
Fcap.  8vo.  [Immediately. 

MYERS  (F.     W.    H.)-— Works  by  F.  W.  H.  Mvbrs,  M.A. 
ST.  PAUL.     A  Poem.     New  Edition.     Extra  fcap.  8vo.     2S.  6d. 
THE  RENEWAL  OF  YOUTH,  and  other  Poems.     Crown  8vo.     7*.  6d. 
ESSAYS.     2  Vols.     I.  Classical.     II.  Modern.     Crown  8vo.     4^.  6(/.  each 
WORDSWORTH  (English  Men  of  Letters  Series).     Crown  8vo.     2S.  6d. 

NADAL.— ESSAYS  AT  HOME  AND  ELSEWHERE.  By  E.  S.  Nadal. 
Crown  8vo.     6.f. 

NINE  YEARS  OLD.— By  the  Author  of  "  St.  Olave's,"  "  When  I  was  a 
Little  Girl,"  &c.     Illustrated  by  FkqI-ICH.     New  Edition.     Globe  8vo.     2S.  td. 

NOEL. — BEATRICE,  AND  OTHER  POEMS.  By  the  Hon.  Roden  Noel. 
Fcap.  8vo.   6.?. 

NORTON. — Works  by  the  Hon.  Mrs.  Norton. 
THE  LADY  OF  LA  GARAYE.  With  Vignette  and  Frontispiece,    Eighth  Edition. 

Fcap.  8vo.     ^s.  td. 
OLD  SIR  DOUGLAS.     New  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     6*. 

OLIPHANT. — Works  by  Mrs.  Oliphant. 

THE  LITERARY  HISTORY  OF  ENGLAND  in  the  end  of  the  Eighteenth 
and  beginning  of  the  Nineteenth  Century.  Cheaper  Issue.  With  a  New  Pre- 
face.    3   Vols.     Demy  Svo.     2ii. 

AGNES  HOPETOUN'S  SCHOOLS  AND  HOLIDAYS.  New  Edition,  with 
Illustrations.     Globe  Svo.     2J.  (>d. 

THE  WIZARD'S  SON.     New  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     (>s. 

HESTER:  a  Story  of  Contemporary  Life.     New  Edition.    Crown  Svo.    6*. 

SIR  TOM.     Crown  Svo.     ts. 

A  SON  OF  THE  SOIL.     New  Edition.     Globe  Svo.     z*. 

THE  CURATE  IN  CHARGE.     New  Edition.     Globe  Svo.     2*. 

YOUNG  MUSGRAVE.     Cheaper  Edition.     Globe  Svo.     2s. 

HE  THAT  WILL  NOT  WHEN  HE  MAY.     Cheaper  Edition.    Globe  Svo.    2J. 

A  COUNTRY  GENTLEMAN.     3  vols.     Crown  Svo.     31^.60'.       \,ln  the  press. 

THE  MAKERS  OF  FLORENCE:  Dante,  Giotto,  Savonarola,  and  their  City. 
With  Illustrations  from  Drawings  by  Professor  Delamotte,  and  a  Steel  Portrait 
of  Savonarola,  engraved  by  C.  H.  Jeens.  New  and  Cheaper  Edition  with  Pre- 
face.    Crown  Svo.     Cloth  extra.     io.r.  dd. 

THE  BELEAGUERED  CITY.     Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     dr. 

DRESS.     Illustrated.    Crown  8vo.     2^.  60^.  [Art  at  Home  Series. 

OLIVER  (PEN)  —CHARLEY  KINGSTON'S  AUNT.  By  Pen  Oliver, 
F.R.C.S,     Popular  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     \s. 

OUR  YEAR.  A  Child's  Book,  in  Prose  and  Verse.  By  the  Author  of 
"John  Halifax,  Gentleman."  Illustrated  by  Clarence  Dobell.  Globe  Svo. 
IS.  6d. 

OWEN. — THE  STORY  OF  CATHERINE.  By  the  Author  of  "A  Lost 
Love  "  (AsHFORD  Owen).     Crown  Svo.     6f . 
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PALGRAVE. — Works  by  Francis  Turner  Palgrave,  M. A.,  Professor  of 

Poetry  in  the  University  of  Oxford,  late  Fellow  of  Exeter  College,  Oxford. 
THE  FIVE   DAYS'  ENTERTAINMENTS  AT  WENTWORTH  GRANGE. 

A  Book  for  Children.     With  Illustrations  by  Arthur  Hughes,  and  Engravecl 

Title-Page  by  Jeens.     Small  410,  cloth  extra.     6s. 
LYRICAL  POEMS.     Extra  fcap.  8vo.     6s. 

ORIGINAL  HYMNS.     Third  Edition,  enlarged  i8mo.     ts.  6d. 
VISIONS  OF  ENGLAND  ;  being  a  series  of  Lyrical  Pqems  on  Leading  Events 

and  Persons  in  English  History.   With  a  Preface  and  Notes.    Crown  8vo.   71.  6d. 
GOLDEN   TREASURY  OF  THE    BEST  SONGS  AND   LYRICS.      Edited 

by  F.  T.  Palgrave.     iSmo.     a,s.  6d. 
SHAKESPEARE'S  SONNETS  AND  SONGS.     Edited  by  F.  T.  Palg»ave. 

With  Vignette  Title  by  Jeens.     (Golden  Treasury  Series.)     i8mo.     45.  6d. 
THE  CHILDREN'S  TREASURY  OF  LYRICAL  POETRY.      Selected  and 

arranged  with  Notes  by  F.  T.  Palgrave.     iSmo.     -zs.  6d.     And  in  Two  Parts, 

HERRICK:  SELECTIONS  FROM  THE  LYRICAL  POEMS.     With  Notes. 

(Gulden  Treasury  Series.)     iSmo.     4^.  6d. 
LYRICAL  POKMS.     By  Alfred,  Lord  Tennyson,  Poet  Laureate.     Selected 

and  Annotated.     (Golden  Treasury  Series  )     i8mo.     4^.  6d. 
THE    POETICAL     W(jRKS     OF    JOHN     KEATS.      Reprinted    from    the 

Original  Editions.     With  Notes.     (Golden  Treasury  Series  )     i8mo.     4^.  6d. 

PANSIE'S  FLOUR  BIN,  By  the  Author  of  "When  I  was  a  Little 
Girl,"  "  St.  Olave's,"  &c.     Illustrated  by  Adrian  Stokes.     Globe  8vo.  4.J.  6d. 

PARKER.— THE  NATURE  OF  THE  FINE  ARTS.  By  H.  Parker, 
M.A.,  Fellow  of  Oriel  College,  Oxford.     Crown  8vo.     loi.  6d. 

PATER. — Works  by  Walter  Pater,  Fellow  of  Brasenose  College,  O.tford: 
THE     RENAISSANCE.       Studies     in   Art    and    Poetry.       Second    Edition, 

Revised,  with  Vignette  engraved  by  C.  H.  Jeens.     Crown  8vo.     loy.  6d. 
MARIUS,    THE    EPICUREAN:    His    Sensations  and   Ideas.      Second    and 
Cheaper  Edition.     Two  Vcls.      8vo.     i2j. 

PATMORE. — THE  CHILDREN'S  GARLAND,  from  the  Best  Poets. 
Selected  and  arranged  by  Coventry  Pat.vioke._  New  Edition.  With  Illustra- 
tions by  J.  Lawson.  (Golden  Treasury  Edition.)  i8mo.  4^.  6d.  Globe 
Readings  Edition  for  Schools,  Globe  8vo,  2J. 

PEEL.— ECHOES  FROM  HOREB,  AND  OTHER  POEMS.  By  Edmund 
Peel,  Author  of  "  An  Ancient  City,"  &c.    Crown  8vo.     3^.  6d. 

PEOPLE'S   EDITIONS.      Profusely  lUustrated,  medium  410,  6d.  e.-ich; 
or  complete  in  One  Vol.,  cloth,  3^. 
TOM  BROWN'S  SCHOOL  DAYS.     By  an  Old  Boy. 
WATERTON'S  WANDERINGS  IN  SOUTH  AMERICA. 
WASHINGION  IRVING'S  OLD  CHRISTMAS. 
WASHINGTON  IRVING'S  BRACEBRIDGE  HALL. 

PHILLIPS  (S.  K.).— ON  THE  SEABOARD;  and  other  Poems.  By 
Susan  K.  Phillips.     Second  Edit. on.     Crown  8vo.     5^. 

PINDAR. — THE  EXTANT  ODES  OF  PINDAR.  Translated  into 
English,  with  Introduction  and  short  Notes,  by  Ernest  Myers,  M  A.,  late 
Fellow  of  Wadham  College,  Oxford.     Second  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     is. 

PLATO. — THE  REPUBLIC  OF.  Translated  into  English  with  Noles  by 
J.  Li..  Davies,  M.A.,  and  D,  J.  Vaughan,  M.A.  (Golden  Trea-ury  Series.) 
i8mo.     4^.  6d. 


24  BELLES    LETTRES. 

POEMS  OF  PLACES— (ENGLAND  AND  WALES).  Edited  by 
H.  W.  Longfellow.    (Golden  Treasury  Series.)    i8mo.     4s.  td. 

POETS  (ENGLISH).— SELECTIONS,  with  Critical  Introduction  by 
various  writers,  and  a  general  Introduction  by  Matthew  Arnold.  Edited  by 
T.  n.  Ward,  M.A.     Four  Vols.     New  Edition.    Crown  8vo.     7^.  td.  each. 

Vol.  I.     CHAUCER  TO  DONNE. 

Vol.  II.     BEN  JONSON  TO  DRVDEN. 

Vol.  III.     ADDISON  TO  BLAKE. 

Vol.  IV.    WORDSWORTH  TO   ROSSETTI. 

POOLE.— PICTURES  OF  COTTAGE  LIFE  IN  THE  WEST  OF 
'ENGLAND.  By  Margaret  E.  Poole.  New  and  Clieaper  Edition.  With 
Frontispiece  by  R.  Farken.     Crown  8vo.     ■^s.  td. 

POPE.— POETICAL  WORKS  OF.  Edited  with  Notes  and  Introductory 
Memoir  by  Adolphus  William  Ward,  M.A.  (Globe  Edition.)  Globe  Svo. 
3i.  td. 

POPULATION  OF  AN  OLD  PEAR  TREE.  From  the  French 
of  E.  Van  Bhuyssel,  Edited  by  the  Author  of  "The  Heir  of  Redclyffa." 
With  Illustrations  by  Becker.     Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  gilt.     4^  td. 

POTTER.— LANCASHIRE  MEMORIES.  By  Louisa  Potter.  Crown 
Svo.    6  J. 

PUSHKIN.— EUGENE  ONEGUINE.  A  Romance  of  Russian  Life  in  Verse. 
By  Ale.xander  Pushkin.  Translated  from  the  Russian  by  Lieut. -Col.  Spald- 
ing.    Crown  Svo.     (>s. 

REALM  AH. — By  the  Author  of  "  Friends  in  Council."     Crown  Svo.     6x. 

REED.— MEMOIR  OF  SIR  CHARLES  REED.  By  His  Son,  Charles  E. 
B.  Rkkd,  M.A.     With  a  Portrait.     Crown  Svo.     4^.  dd. 

ROBINSON  CRUSOE.  Edited,  with  Biographical  Introduction,  by 
Henry  Kingsley.  (Globe  Edition.)  Globe  Svo.  3.^  f>d. — Golden  Treasury 
Edition.     Edited  by  J.  W.  Clark,  ALA.     iSmo.     4^.  td. 

ROPES. — POEMS.     By  Arthur  Reed  Ropes.     Fcap.  Svo.    3^.6^. 

ROSS.— A  MISGUIDIT  LASSIE.    By  Percy  Ro.s.    Crown  Svo.    ^s.td. 

ROSSETTI.— Works  by  Christina  Rossetti. 
POEMS.       Complete   Edition,   containing    "Goblin    Market,"    "The    Prince's 

Progress,"  &c.    With  Four  Illustrations  by  D.  G.  Rossetti.     Extra  fcap.  Svo. 

ts 
A  PAGEANT,  AND  OTHER  POEMS.     Extra  fcap.  Svo.     6s 
SPEAKING    LIKENESSES.     Illustrated  by  Arthur    Hughes.    Crown  Svo, 

gilt  edges.     4s.  6d. 

ROSSETTI  (D.G.).— DANTE  GABRIEL  ROSSETTI:  a  Record  and  a 
Study.  By  William  Sharp.  With  an  Illustration  after  Dante  Gabrie 
Rossetti.     Crown  Svo.     10s.  6d. 

RUNAWAY,  THE.  By  the  Author  of  "  Mrs.  Jemingham's  Journal."  With 
Illustrations.     Globe  Svo.     2S.  6d. 

RUTH  AND  HER  FRIENDS.  A  Story  for  Girls.  With  a  Frontis- 
piece.    New  Edition.     Globe  Svo.     2S.  6d. 

ST.  JOHNSTON.— Works  by  Alfred  St.  Johnston: 
CAMPING  AMONG  CANNIBALS.  Crown  Svo.  4s.  6d. 
CHARLIE  ASGARDE.  A  Tale  of  Adventure.  A  Story  for  Boys.  Crown  Svo.    5*. 
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SCOTT  (SIR  WALTER).— POETICAL  WORKS  OF.  Edited  with  a 
Biographical  and  Critical  Memoir  by  Francis  Turner  Palgrave.  (Globe 
Edition.)    Globe  8vo.     3^.  td. 

THE  LAY  OF  THE  LAST  MINSTREL;  and  THE  LADY  OF  THE 
LAKE.  Edited,  with  Introduction  and  Notes,  by  Francis  Turner 
Palgrave.     Globe  8vo.     i.f.     (Globe  Readings  for  Schools.) 

MARMION  ;  and  THE  LORD  OF  THE  ISLES.  By  the  same  Editor. 
Globe  8vo.     ij.    (Globe  Readings  for  Schools.) 

SCOTTISH  SONG.— A  SELECTION  OF  THE  CHOICEST  LYRICS 
OF  SCOTLAND.  By  Mary  Carlyle  Aitken.  (Golden  Treasury  Series.) 
j8mo.     4.r.  (sd. 

SCOURING  OF    THE    WHITE    HORSE;    OR,  THE  LONG 

VACATION  RAMBLE  OF  A  LONDON  CLERK.     By  the  Author  of  "  Tom 
Brown's  School  Days."     Illustrated  by  Doyle.     Imp.  i6mo.     Cloth  gilt.     5J. 

SEELEY.— THE  EXPANSION  OF  ENGLAND.  Two  Courses  of  Lectures. 
By  J.  R.  Sehley,  M.A.,  Regius  Professor  of  Modern  History  in  the  University  of 
Cambridge,  Fellow  of  Gonville  and  Caius  College,  &c.     Crown  8vo.     4^.  f>d. 

SELBORNE  (EARL).— the  BOOK  OF  PRAISE.  From  the  best 
English  Hymn  writer.       ^Golden  Treasury  Series.)     i8mo.     4^.  (>d. 

SERMONS  OUT  OF  CHURCH.  By  the  Author  of  "  John  Halifax, 
Gentleman."     Crown  8vo.     61. 

SHAKESPEARE. — The  Works  of  William  Shakespeare.  Cambridge 
Edition.  Edited  by  W.  George  Clark,  M.A.,  and  W.  Aldis  Wright,  M.A. 
Nine  Vols.     8vo,  cloth. 

SHAKESPEARE'S  COMPLETE  WORKS.     Edited,  by  W.  g. 

Clark,   M.A.,  and  W.  Aldis  Wright,   M.A.    (Globe  Edition.)    Glebe  8vo. 
■>,$.  6(i. 

SHAKESPEARE'S  SONGS  AND  SONNETS.  Edited,  with 
Notes,  by  Francis  Turner  Palgrave.  (Golden  Treasury  Series.)  iljmo. 
4.r.  6d. 

SHAKESPEARE.— CHARLES  LAMB'S  TALES  FROM  SHAKE- 
SPEARE. Edited,  with  Preface,  by  Rev.  A.  Ainger.  (Golden  Treasury 
Series.)     iSnio.     ^s.6d.     Globe  Readings  Edition  for  Schools,  Globe  8 vo,  2.r. 

SHELLEY. — POEMS  OF  SHELLEY.  Edited  by  Stopford  A.  Brooke, 
(Golden Treasury  Series.)  i8mo.  4.J.  6d.  Also  a  fine  Edition  printed  on  hand- 
made paper.     Crown  8vo.     12s.  6d. 

SHORTHOUSE.— Works  by  J.  H.  Shorthouse. 

JOHN  INGLESANT  :  A  ROMANCE.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

THE  LITTLE  SCHOOLMASTER  MARK.  A  Spiritual  Romance.  In  Two 
Parts.     Crown  8vo.     ss,  6d.  each ;  or  complete  in  one  volume,  4^.  6d. 

SKRINE. — UNDER  TWO  QUEENS.  Lyrics  written  for  the  Tercentenary 
Festival  of  the  Founding  of  Uppingham  School.  By  John  Huntley  Skrine, 
Author  of  "  Uppingham  by  the  Sea,"  &c.     Crown  Bvo.     3^. 

SLIP    IN    THE    FENS,  A. — New  and  Popular  Edition.     Globe  8vo.     2s. 

SMITH. — POEMS.     By  Catherine  Barnard  Sjhith.     Fcap.  8vo.     5^. 

SMITH.— THREE  ENGLISH  STATESMEN.  A  Course  of  Lectures  on  the 
Political  History  of  England.  By  Goldwin  Smith.  New  Edition.  Crown 
8vo.     5s. 

SONG  BOOK.  WORDS  AND  TUNES  FROM  THE  BEST  POETS 
AND  MUSICIANS.  Selected  and  arranged  by  John  Hullah.  (Golden 
Treasury  Series.)    iBmo.     4^.  6d. 
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SOPHOCLES.— OEDIPUS  THE  KING.  Translated  from  the  Greek  of 
Sophocles  into  English  Verse  by  E.  D.  A.  Mor»hhad,  M.A.,  late  Fellow  of 
New  College,  Oxford,  Assistant  Master  at  Winchester  College.   Fcap.  8v'o.  3J.  6d. 

SPENSER.  — COMPLETE  WORKS  OF.  Edited  by  the  Rev.  R.  Morris, 
M.A.,  LL.D.,  with  a  Memoir  by  J.  W.  Hales,  M.A.  (Globe  Edition.)  Globe 
8vo.     3^.  6d. 

STANLEY. — Addresses  and  Sermons  delivered  during  a  Visit  to  the  United 
States  and  Canada  In  1878.  By  Arthur  Pbnrhyn  Stanley,  D.D.,  late 
Dean  of  Westminster.     Crown  8vo.     6^. 

STEPHEN  (C.  E.).— THE  SERVICE  OF  THE  POOR ;  being  an 
Inquiry  into  the  Reasons  for  and  against  the  Establishment  of  Religious  Sister- 
hoods for  Charitable  Punioses.  By  Caroline  Emilia  Stephen.  Crown  8vo. 
bs.  6d. 

STEPHENS  (J. B.).— CONVICT  ONCE:  and  other  Poems.  By  J. 
Bkukton  Stkphk.vs.     New  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     js.  6d. 

TANNER.— THE  ABBOT'S  FARM:  or,  PRACTICE  WITH  SCIENCE. 
By  HenrvTanner,  M.R.A.C,  F.C.S.,  late  Professorof  Principles  of  Agriculture 
in  the  Royal  Agricultural  College;  Examiner  in  the  Principles  of  Agriculture 
under  the  Government  Department  of  Science.  Author  of  "First  Principles 
of  Agriculture,"  &c.     Extra  fcap.  Svo.     y.  6d. 

TENNYSON, — Works  by  Alfred,  Loru  Tennyson,  D.C.L.,  Poet  Laureate. 
COMPLETE    WORKS.       New  and   Revised   Edition,    with   New  Portrait. 

Crown  Svo.     ys.  6d.  ,„.,»■„        t,  ,-.  o 

COMPLETE  WORKS.     An  Edition  for  Schools.     In  Four  Parts.    Crown  Svo. 

nc      Q/Z       P3.Ch. 

COLLECTED  WORKS.     In  Seven  Volumes.     Fcap.  Svo.     5s.  each. 
(A  limited  number  of  copies  are  printed  on  Hand-made  Paper,      ^his  Editionis 
sold  only  in  Si:ls,  price  £2  13s.  6d.) 

Vol.        I.  EARLY  POEMS. 

Vol.  II.  LUCRETIUS  :  and  other  POEMS. 

Vol.  III.  IDYLLS  OF  THE  KING. 

Vol.  IV.  THE  PRINCESS  :  and  MAUD. 

Vol.  V.  ENOCH  ARDEN:  and  IN  MEMORIAM. 

Vol.  VI.  QUEEN  MARY  :  and  HAROLD. 

VoL  VII.  BALLADS  :  and  other  POEMS. 

LYRICAL  POEMS.     Selected  and  Annotated  by  Francis  Turner  Palgrave. 

(Golden  Treasury  Series.)     i8mo.     4^.  6d.     Large  Paper  Edition.     8vo.     gs. 
I.M  MEMORIAM.     i8mo.     4s.  6d.     Large  Paper  Edition.     Svo.     gs. 
THE  TENNYSON  BIRTHDAY  BOOK.     Edited  by  Emily  Shakespear.    In 
two  sizes,    (i)  Extra  Fcap.  Svo  Edit.on  on  Hand-made  Paper  with  red  lines.    5^. 
(2)  1 4  mo.     2S.  6d. 
THE  ORIGINAL  EDITIONS.     Fcap.  Svo.  :— 

POEMS.     6s. 

MAUD:  and  other  POEMS.     3s.  6d. 

THE  PRINCESS.     3^-  6d. 

IDYLLS  OF  THE  KING.     (Collected.)    6^. 

ENOCH  ARDEN  :  &c.     3^-  6«' 

THE  HOLY  GRAIL:  and  other  POEMS.     iS.  6d. 

IN  MEMORIAM.     4^. 

BALLADS:  and  other  POEMS,     s'- 

HAROLD  :  a  Drama.     Cs. 

QUEEN  MARY  :  a  Drama.     6s. 

THE  CUP  :  and  the  FALCON.     5s. 

BECKET.     6s. 

TIRESIAS  :  and  other  POEMS.    6*. 
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Messrs.  Macmillan  &  Co.  havealso  the  following  Editions  of  Lord  Tennyson's 
Works  as  issued  by  Messrs.  Kegan  Paul : — 

The  Imperial  Library  Edition,     8vo.      10s.  6 J.  each  :  — 

TAe  Princess :  and  other  Poems. 
In  McTnoriam  :  ami  Matta. 
Queen  Mary  :  and  Harold. 

The  Author's  Edition.     Crown  8vo  : — 

Early  Poems  :  and  English  Idylls.     6s. 

I.ocksley  Hall :  Liicretius  :  and  other  Poems.     6s. 

Idylls  of  the  King  (complete).     7^.  6d. 

The  Princess  :  and  Maud.     6s. 

Enoch  Arden  :  and  In  Memoriam.     6s. 

Queen  Mary  :  and  Harold,     -js . 

The  Lover  s  Tale  :  Ballads  and  other  Poe>iis.     $$. 

The  Cabinet  Edition.     Fcap   8vo.     2s.  6J.  each  : — 

Early  Poems. 

Locksley  Hall :  &'c. 

Lucretius  :  and  other  Poems, 

Idylls  of  the  King.     Vol     . 

Idylls  of  the  King.     Vol.  II. 

Queen  Mary. 

Harold. 

The  Lover's  Tale  :  Ba,  lads  :  and  other  Poems, 

The  Shining  Volume  Edition.      iSmo.     \s.  each  : — 

Maud, 
Queen  Mary, 
Harold. 

The  Lovers  Tale  :  Ballads :  A'c. 

The  Royal  Edition.     One  Vol.     Royal  8vo.     165. 

Selections  from  Tennyson's  Works.      Square  Svo.     "^s.  6d. 

Selections  from  Tennyson's  Works.     Gilt.     Square  Svo.     4^. 

Songs  from  Tennyson's  Writings.     Square  Svo.     2s.  6J. 

TENNYSON'S  "  IN   MEMORIAM  ":  its  PURPOSE  AND  ITS 
STRUCTURE.     A  Study.     By  John  F.  Genung.     Crown  Svo.     s^- 
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THIRTY  YEARS.— BEING  POEMS  NEW  AND  OLD.  By  the  Author 
of  "  John  Hahfax.  Gentleman."     New  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

THROUGH  THE  RANKS  TO  A  COMMISSION.— Ar^™«„^ 

CAea/er  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     2S.  6ti. 

TOM  BROWN'S  SCHOOL  DAYS.  By  An  Old  Boy.  With  Seven 
Illustrations  by  A.  Hti(7HRS  and  SYD^SEY  Hall.  Crown  8vo.  6s.:  Golden 
'J'reasury  Edition.  4S.6ii.;  People's  Editioti.  as.  People's  Sixpenny  Illustrated 
Edition.     Medium  4to.     6d. 

TOM     BROWN     AT    OXFORD.      New   Edition.      With   Illustrations 

Crown  8vo.     6s. 

TOURGENIEF.— VIRGIN  SOIL.  By  I.  Tourgenief.  Translated  by 
AsHTON  W.  DiLKE.     Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

TRENCH.— Works  by  R.  Chenevix  Trench.  D.D.  (For  other  Works  by 
this  Author,  see  Theological,  Historical,  and  Philosophical  Catalogues.) 

POEMS.  Collected  and  arranged  anew.  Two  Vols.  Globe  Svo.  los.  Popular 
One  Volume  Edition.     Fcap.  Svo.     7^.  6d. 

HOUSEHOLD  BOOK  OF  ENGLISH  POETRY.  Selected  and  arranged,  with 
Notes,  by  R.  Chenevix  Trench,  D.D.  Fourth  Edition,  revised.  Extra  fcap. 
Svo.     5J.  6ii. 

SACRED  LATIN  POETRY,  Chiefly  Lyric.1l  Selected  and  arranged  for  Use. 
By  R.  Chenevix  Trench,  D.D.  Third  Edition,  Corrected  and  Improved. 
Fcap.  Svo.     js 

TURNER.— COLLECTED  SONNETS,  OLD  AND  NEW.  By  Charles 
Tennyson  Ti;r.\er.     Extra  fcap.  Svo.     7^.  6ii. 

TYRWHITT. — OUR  SKETCHING  CLUB.  Letters  and  Studies  on  Land- 
scape Art.  By  the  Rev.  R.  St.  John  Tyrwhi tt,  M.A.  With  an  Authorised 
Reproduction  of  the  Lessons  and  Woodcuts  in  Professor  Ruskin's  "  Elements  of 
Drawing."     New  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     7*.  6d 

VELEY. — MITCHELHURST  PLACE.  By  Margaret  Veley,  Author  of 
"  For  Percival."     New  and  Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

VIRGIL.— THE  WORKS  OF.  Rendered  into  English  Prose.  By  James 
Lonsdale,  M. A.,  and  Samuel  Lee,  M.A.    (Globe  Edition.)    Globe  Svo.   31.61^. 

VIRGIL. — THE  AENEID.  Translated  into  English  Prose  by  J.  W.  Mackail. 
M.A.,  Fellow  of  Balliol  College,  Oxford.     Crown  Svo.     7s.  6d. 

VOICES  CRYING  IN  THE  WILDERNESS,     a  Novel.    Crown 

Svo.     TS.  6d. 
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WARD. — ENGLISH  POETS.  Selections,  with  Critical  Introduction  by 
various  writers,  and  a  general  Introduction  by  Matthew  Arnold.  Edited  by 
T.  H.  Warw,  M.A.     Four  Vols.     Crown  8vo.     ys.  6d.  each. 

Vol.  I.      CHAUCER  TO  DONNE. 

Vol.  II      BEN  JONSON  TO  DRYDEN 

Vol.  III.  ADDISON  TO  BLAKE. 

Vol.  IV.  WORDSWORTH  TO  ROSSETTI. 

WARD  (SAMUEL.).— LYRICAL  RECREATIONS.  By  Samuel  Ward. 
Fcap.  8vo.     6s. 

WARD    (MRS.    HUMPHRY).— Works  by  Mrs.  Humphry  Ward: 
MILLY   AND   OLLT  ;    or,   a  Holiday   among  the   Mountains.      Illustrated  by 
Mrs.  Alma  Tadema.     Globe  8vo.     ■zs.  6d. 

MISS  BRETHERTON.    Crown  Svo.     6s. 

WEBSTER. — -Works  by  Augusta  Webster. 
DRAMATIC  STUDIES.     Extra  fcap.  Svo.     5J. 

A  WOMAN  SOLD,  AND  OTHER  POEMS.     Crown  Svo.     yj.  6d. 
PORTRAITS.     Second  Edition.     Extra  fcap.  Svo.     y.  6d. 
THE  AUSPICIOUS  DAY.     A  Dramatic  Poem.     Extra  fcap.  Svo.     s*- 
VU-PE-YA'S  LUTE.    A  Chinese  Tale  in  English  Verse.    Extra  fcap.  Svo.    3^.  6d. 
A  HOUSEWIFE'S  OPINIONS.     Crown  Svo.     ys.  6d. 
A  BOOK  OF  RHYME.     Crown  Svo.     35.  6a'. 

DAFFODIL  AND  THE  CROAXAXICANS.    A  Romance  of  History.    Crown 
Svo.    6s. 

WHEN  I  WAS  A  LITTLE  GIRL.  Bythe  Author  of  "  St.  Olaves." 
Illustrated  by  L.  Frolich.     Globe  Svo.     2J.  6d. 

WHEN  PAPA  COMES  HOME  :  The  Story  of  Tip,  Tap.  Toe.  By 
the  Author  of  "  Nine  Years  Old,"  "  Pansie's  Flour  Bin,"  &c.  With  Illustrations 
by  W.  J.  He.vnessy.     Globe  Svo.     4.S.  6d. 

WHITTIER.-JOHN  GREENLEAF  WHITTIER'S  POETICAL  WORKS 
Complete  Edition,  with  Portrait  engraved  by  C.  H.  Jbkns.     iSmo.     4J.  6d. 

WILBRAHAM. — THE  SERE  AND  YELLOW  LEAF:  Thoughts  and 
Recollections  for  Old  and  Young.  By  Frances  W.  Wilbraham,  Author  cf 
"  Streets  and  Lanes  of  a  Cit>'."  With  a  Preface  by  the  Right  Rev.  W.  Wals- 
ham  How,  D.D.,  Bishop  of  Bedford,  SufTragan  of  London.    Globe  Svo.    ^s.  6d. 

WILLOUGHBY.— FAIRY  GUARDIANS.  A  Book  for  the  Young.  By 
F.  WiLLOUGHBY.     Illustrated.    Crown  Svo,  gilt.     5J. 

WILLS. — MELCHOIR:  A  Poem.  By  W.  G.  Wills,  Author  cf  "  Charles  I.," 
"  Olivia,"  &c.,  Writer  of  "  Claudian."     Crown  Svo.     gj. 

WOOD. — THE  ISLES  OF  THE  BLEST,  and  other  POEMS.  By  Andrew 
GoLDiH  Wood.     Globe  Svo.     sj. 

WOOLNER  — Works  by  Thomas  Woolner,  R.A. 
MY  BEAUTIFUL   LADY.     With  a  Vignette  by  A.   Hughes.     Third  Edition. 

Fcap.  Svo.     %s. 
PYGMALION.     A  Poem.     Crown  Svo.     is.  6d. 
SILENUS  :  a  Poem.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 


"  It  is  undoubtedly  the  best  of  the  Sixpenny  Illustrated  Magazines." — 
The  AthmiTum. 

"  The  new  venture  is  a  very  excellent  return  for  sixpence.  .  .  ,  There 
has  never  been  anything  seen  like  it  fur  the  money." — The  World. 

"  It  is  wonderfully  cheap  and  it  is  good  ....  in  all.  respects  most 
excellent." — S(.  Ja/nes's  Gazelle. 

"Is  well  worth  two  sixpences  instead  of  one." — Punch, 

Profusely  Illustrated,  Monthly,  price  Sixpence ;  by  Post,  Eightpence. 

THE 

Eiujlisb  JUustvateb  flDacjasine. 

Single  Numbers,  price   Sixpence;  by  Post,  Eightpence. 
Yearly  Subscription,  including  Double  Number,  post  free,  8s. 

A  NEW  GIFT^OOK.     WITH  500  PICTUEES. 

^be  jEnglteb 
JUustrateb  fIDaoasine  1885» 

A  Handsome  Volume,  consisting  of  840  closeiy-/»-inied  pages,  containing  nearly 

500  Woodcut  lliustrations  of  various  sizes,  hound  in  extra  clolk, 

coloured  edges.  Royal  Zvo,  price  "is. 

The  Volume  contains  a  complete  novel,  "A  Family  Affair,"  by  Hugh 
CoNWAV.  Author  of  "  Called  IJack,"  and  also  complete  Stor:es  and  Essays  by 
Bret  Hartk,  the  Author  of  "John  Herring,"  Archibald  B'orbes,  J.  Hbnrv 
Shorthouse.  Henky  Irving,  Mrs.  Oliphant,  and  others,  besides  numerous 
interesting  Miscellaneous  Articles  by  the  First  Authors  of  the  day. 

The  Vc'lume  for  1884,  price  7.?.  bd.,  contains  a  Complete  Series  of  Descriptive 
Sketches  by  the  Author  of  "John  Halifax,  Gentleman,"  with  Illustrations  by  C. 
Napier  Hemv  ;  a  Complete  Historical  Novel  by  Charlotte  M.  Yonge  ;  and 
numerous  Short  Stories  and  Essays  on  PLipular  Subjects  by  well-known  Writers. 

"  We  could  not  name,  for  the  price,  a  handsomer  prize  or  present." — Journal  of 
Education. 

"  A  highly  satisfactory  volume,  got  up  with  care  and  taste,  and  containing  a  great 
deal  of  interesting  reading.  ...  It  is  a  wonderful  miscellany  for  the  price." — T/ie 
A  ihenceniH.  

Now  ready,  in  Portfolio,  price  iis. 

PROOF  IMPRESSIONS  OF  ENGRAVINGS 

ORIGIN-ALLY     PUBLISHED    IN 

Voz  lEuGlteb  Jllustratet)  nDaoajine, 

"  Among  the  art  bocks  which  have  been  published  this  season  there  is  none  more 
entirely  satisfactr^ry  than  Proof  Jinfiressions  of  Engravings  which  originally 
appeared  in  The  English  Illustrated  Magazine.  There  are  twenty  well-chosen 
exanples,  very  dehcately  printed  on  India  paper.  .  .  .  The  novel  design  of  the 
covers  of  the  portfolio  is  a  marvel  in  itself,  and  worthy  of  the  ccntciits.  Mr.  Comyns 
Carr  is  to  be  congratulated  on  the  result  of  his  first  year's  labours." — Saturday 
Rexnew. 

' '  The  entire  contents  of  this  portfolio  form  a  lesson  in  wood  engraving  which  ought 
to  prove  no  less  instructive  to  our  artists  than  to  the  general  publ.c." — T/te  Academy. 
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